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THE MOST EXCEL- 
LENT AND LAMENTABLE 
Tragedie of Romeo and 

I V L I E T, 

Enter Sampfon WG regori e, with Swords and Buckles, 
of the tf«»/e*/Capulec. 

S j4mp. Gregorio, on my word weele not caric Coles, 
Greg. No, for then we fhould be Collyers. 

Samp. I meane, and we be in cholier, week draw. 
Greg. I while you liue, drawe your Neckeoutof 
the Coller. 

Samp. I flrike quickly being moued. 

Greg. But thou art not quickly moued to flrike. 

Samp. A dogge of the houfe ot Aiountague moucs me. 

Greg. Tomoueisto ftirre, and to be valiant, is tofland, 
Therefore if thou art moued thou riin’fl away, 

Samp. A dog of that houfe fhallmoue me to fland. 

I will take the Wall of any Minor Klaide of Mountagues, 

Greg. That fhe wes thee a weake flaue , for the weakeft jroes 
to the wall. 

Samp. Tis true , and therefore women being the weaker 
vt (TeE are rucr thru'! to the wall : therefore I will pufh Mohh- 
tagurt men from the wall, and tbrufl his Maides to the wall. 
Gr.g The quari ell is b'-twcene our mafl'ejs } & vs theirmen. 
Samp. T’S all nc f will ftrew my lclfe a tyrant, when I haue 
fought with the men, 1 will be ctuell with tht Maides,! will cut 
off their Heads. A. 

Grego. The heads ofthe Maides. 

A 1 Samp. 
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Samp. I the heads of the maides,or their maiden heads, take 
it in what fence thou wilt. 

Grego. They muft take it in fenfe , that feele it. 

Samp. Me they (hall feele, while I am able to (land , and tie 
knowne I am a pretty pcccc of flefh, 

(jrtgt. Tis well thou art not fifh, if thou hadft, thou hadft 
beenepoore Iohn : dravvthy toole here comes of the houfe of 

Momtagues. 

\ Enter two other feruingmen. 

Samp. My naked weapon is out, quarrell,I will back thee 
Greg. How, tmne thy back and runne? 

Samp. Feare me not. 

Qre. No marrie , I feare thee. 

Samp . Let vs take the Law of our fidcs , let them begin. 

Gre. Iwill frowne as I pafle by >& let them take it as they lift. 
Samp. Nay as they darejwill bite my thumb at them, which 
is a difgracc to them if they beare ir. 

Abra. Doe you bitcyour thumb at vs fir? 

Samp. I doe bite my thumd fir. 

Abra. Doe you bite your thumb at vs fir? 

Simp. Is the Law of our fide if I fay 1? 

Gre. No. 

Samp. No fir, I doe not bite my thumb at you fir , but I bi?e 
my thumb fir. 

Gre. Doeyouquarrell fir? 

Abra. Quarrell fir, no fir. 

Samp, But if you doe fir* Iamforyou, I fetueasgooda 
man as you. 

Abra. No better. 

Samp. Well fir. Enter Benuolio. 

(jre. Say better, here comes one of my Maiftdrs kinfmen. 
Samp. Yes better fir. 

Abra. You lie. 

Samp. Draw ifyou be men,Gr#/»r<>.temember thy fwa/bing 
blowe. They fight. 

Berne. Part foolcs, put vp your fwords , you know not what 
you doe 

re- \ ln\« 



of fu>me« Atidhiliet. 

Enter Tib alt. 






vVhat art thou drawne among thefe hartleffe hinds: 
Joe th« Benuolio ,looke vpon thy death 
Pen 1 doc but keepe the peace, put vp thy fword, 



or 



: rT VVhVtdrawnc IndTalke o'f peace? I hate the word, 
as 1 hate hell, all Mountagues and thee: 

HaU ' * Ertlr three erf cure Citizens with clubs or partyfons. 

Off Clubs, Brlles and Partyfons, firike , beate them downe* 
Downe with the Capulett, downe with th t Mount agues. 

Enter old Capulet in hisgowue , and hie Wife. 

Capu. VVhat ooyfc is this? giuememy long fword hoe, 
wife. A crewch, a crowch, why call you fora fword? 

Cap. My fword I fay, old Mount ague is come, 

And floriihes his blade in fpightofme. 

Enter old Mountague and hit Wife. 

Meun. Thou villaioe Capulet, hold me not, let me goc. 

XI .fptfi. z. Thou flialt not ftir one foote to feeke a foe. 

Enter Prwe/Eskalcs, with hit traine. 

Prince. Rebellious fubie&s enemies to peace, 

Prophancrs ofthisneighbour-ftained fteele, 

Will they not heare? what ho, you mcn,youbeafts: 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage. 

With purple fountaines iffuing from your veines: 

On paine of torture , from thofe bloudy hands. 

Throw your mifiempered weapons to the ground. 

And heare the fcntencc ofyourmoued Prince. 

Three ciuill brawles bred of an ayrie word. 

By thee old Capulet and Mountague, 

Haue thrice difturbde the quiet of our ftreets. 

And made Veronae auncient Citizens, 

Caft by their grauebefeeming ornaments. 

To wield old partizans, in hands as old, 

Cancred with peace , to party our cancrcd hatej 
If eueryou difturbe our ftreets againe. 

Your Hues fhall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

A 3 For 







Mount. Who fet this auncicnt quarrel! new abroach? 
Spcakc Nephew, were you by, when it began? 

Ben. Here were the ieruants ofyouraduerfatie 
And yours dole fighting ere I did approach, 

I drew to part them , in the inftant came 
The fiety Tib alt, with his fword prepard, 

Which as he breath’d defiance to my eares, 

He lwong about his head and cut the windes. 

Who nothing hurt wirhall, hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thru!} and blowes. 

Came more andmore, and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came ,who parted either part. 

Wife. O where is Romeo , fa w you him to day? 

Right glad am I , he was not at this fray. 

Ben. Madam, an hourc before the wotfivpt Sunne. 

Peerde forth 'the Golden window of the Baft, 

A troubled mind drauemee to walke abroad, . 

Where vndenieath the groueofSyramotir, 

That Wellwardtooieth from this City fide: 

Si early walking did I lee your fenne. 

Towards him I made , but hee was Ware ofmee. 

And Hole into the epuert of the wood, 

I mealuring his affedfions by mv ovvhe, 

V hich then molt fought, where moH might not be found: 

Being one to many by n?y weary lr Ife 

purfued my humour^not puriHingh+s, • ! >• d vd - *’ 

And gladly fliunned,^fho gladly Hedfromme. -‘oLIvi vet 

Mount. Many a morning hath he-theK bcerje feene, 

With teares augmenting the tr fli mornings <leaw. 

Adding to cloudes ^ more clouds with lus deepe fights. 

But 



of Romo wd Iuliet. 

« ,, *11 fo foone as the all cheering Sunne, 

Should!.. .be f.«l«ft E » ft b ,'S in 

Thcfludie curtain.* from Amur* bed, 

1^, from light llcalos home my hMoyfof.no, 

And makes himfelfe an artificiall night, 

Blackeand protendous mud this humour proue, 

VpUffe good Counfell may the caufe remoue. 

Ben My noble vnde doe you know the caufe? 

Moun. I neither know it , nor can learne of him. 

Ben Hauc you impoi tiindc him by any meanes? 

Moun. Both by my felfe and many other friends, 

But hee his owne affe^ions Counfeller, 

Is to himfelfe( I will not fay how true) 

But to himfclfe fo fecret and fo clofe, 

So farre from founding and difeouery. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 

Ere hee can fpread his lweete leaues to the ayre. 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow, 

We would as willingly giue cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo. 

Benu. See where hee comes, fo plcafe you ftep afide,. 
lie know his greeuance or bee much denide. 

Moun. I would thou wertfo happy by thy flay. 

To hcare true (brift,come Madam lets away. 

Exeunt 

Benutl. Good morrow Coufin. 

'Romeo. Is the day fo young? 

Ren. But new ftrooke nine. 

Romeo. Ay me fad houres feeme long : 

Was that my father that went hence fo faft ? 

Ben. It was : what fadnefle lengthens ^owmhoures? 

Rom.. Nothauing that, which hauing, makes them fhort. 
Ben. Inloue. 

Romeo. Out. 

Ben. Ofloue, Rom, 
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Rgm. Outofher fau our where I am in loue, 

Ben. Alas chat loue To gentle in his view. 

Should bee fo tyranous and rough in proofe. 

Remet. Alas that loue, whole view is muffled ft ill. 
Should without eyes, lee path-waies to his wil: 
Where (hall we dine? O me: what fray was here? 

Yet tell me not, for Ihaue heard it all: 

Heres much to doe with bate, but more with loue; 
Why then O brawling loue , O louing hate, 

O any thing of nothing firft created: 

O heauielightnefle, ferious vanity, 

Milhapen Chaos of welfeeming formes, 

Feather oflead, bright fmoke, cold fier,ficke health. 
Still waking fleepe, that is not what it is. 

This )oue feelc I, that feele no loue in this, 

Doeft thou not laugh? 

Bett . No Coze, I rather wecpe. 

'Rem. Good heart at what? 

Ben. At thy good hearts opprefsion. 

Romeo. Why fuchisloues tranfgrcfsion. 

Griefcs of my o wne lie heauy in my breft. 

Which thou wilt propagate to hauc it preft. 

With more of thine, this loue that thou haft ftiowne, 
Doth ad more griefe, to too much of mine owne. 
Loue is a fmoke made with the fume of fighes. 
Being purg’d, a fire fparkling in louers eyes , 

Being vext, a fca nouriflit with louing tearcs, 

What is it elfe? a madneffe moft difcreet, 

A choking gall, and a prcfcruing fweet: 

Farewell my Coze. 

Ben. Soft, I will goc along. 

And if you lcaue me fo, you doe me wrong. 

Rem. Tut,I»haue loft my fclfe, I am not here. 

This is not Romeo ; hees fome other where. 

Ben. Tell me in fadnefle , who is that you loue? 
Rom. What lhall I grone and tell thee? 

Ben. Grone, why no: but fadly tell me who: 



and luliet. 

Rom Bid a ficke man in fadnefie make his Will: 

A word ill ^^^VoAoue a woman. 

uymd fo ncare,whcQ I fuppo^d 

rJ. Aright p od ^ k '' f ™" c’ ze , 'fooneft hit. 

Frcm loL vmIc child. A. Brm Are li»e. vnch«md. 

Shcc will not ftay the fiege of ou.ng tta.mes. 

Nor bide th’ incounter of availing eyes. 

Nor ope her lap to Saina feduemg gold, 

O fhe is rich in beautie onely poore 

T StoSh S', r« L will Bill u™ «**» * 

Re m. She hath, and in that fparing makes huge waft: 

For beautie fteru d with her feueritie. 

Cuts beautie offtrom all pofteritic. 

She is to fa ire, too wife, wifely too taire. 

To merit bhflc,by making me defpairc : 

She hath forfworne to loue, and in that vow. 

Doe 1 hue dead, that liue to tell it now. 

Ten. Be rulde by me,forget to thtnke of her. 

Rom. O teach me how 1 ftiould forget to thtnke. 

By giuing liberty vnto thine eyes, 

Examine other beauties. > .. more 

Re. T’is the way to call hers (cxqu.fite) to queftion more, 

Thefe happie Maskes that kiffe taire L * d,es br ?" e » 

Being blacke, puts vs in minde they hide the taite . 

He that is ftrooken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treafure of his eye-fight lolt. 

Shew me a Miftris that is paffing faiie, 

What doth her beautie ferue but as a note. 

Where I may reade who paft that palling faire : 

Farewell thou canft not teach me to forger, r 

Ben. lie pay that doctrine, or eHe dye in debt. fater 
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Tragedie 

Enter Capulet, Countie Paris, and the Clowut. 
C a P H ‘ And Mc»m ague is bound as well as I 
In penalty alike, and *tis not hard I thinke, * 

For men f® old as we to keepe the peace. 

T <r. Of honourable reckoning are you both 
And pittie tis you lin'd at ods fo long : * 

But now my Lord, what fay you to my fute ? 

Captt. But faying ore whatl haue Laid before, 

My child is yet a Granger in the World, 

Shee hath not feene the change of fourteene yeares 
Let two more Summers wither in their pride * 
Ere we may thinke her ripe to be a Bride. 

Pari. Younger then toe, are happie Mothers made 
Gup*. And too foonc mard are thofe fo early made* 
The earth hath fwallowed aB my hopes but toe, ' 
She is the hopefull Lady ofmy earth ; 

But wooe her gentle Paris, get her heart. 

My will to her confent, is but a part, * 

And toe agree, within her fcope ofehoife. 

Lyes my confent, and faire according voice : 

This night I hold, an old accuftomd Feaft 

Whereto I haucinuited many a gueft, * 

Such as loue, and you among the Gore, 

One more (moft welcome) makes my number more • 
At my poore houfe, looke to behold this ntohe 
Earth treading Garres, that make darke heauen’lieht 
Such comfort as doe JuGie yong men fcele. 

When well apparcld vlfriU on theheele 
Of limping wintertreads, euen fuch delight 
Among freto Fennell buds toall you this night 
Inherit at my houfetocare alfall fee .• b 

And like her moG, whole merit moG toall be • 

Which on more view of many, mine being one. 

May Hand in number, though in reckning none. 
Come goe with me, goe finnh trudge about, 

7*ru°r gh faire Vero ”*> fioci thofe pci tons out, 
v\ hole names are written there, and to them fay, 



of Romeo And Juliet. 

My houfe and welcome, on their pleafure Gay. . 

Ser. Find them outwhofe names are v/ritren.Here it is writ- 
ten that the Shoo-maker toould meddle with his yard, and the 
Tayler with his Laft, the Fi toer with his Penfill.and the Painter 
with his Nets. But I am Cent to find thofe pertons whole names 
arc hece writ, and can neuer find what names the writing perton 
hath here writ (I muG to the Learned) in good time. 

Enter Benuolio, ana Romeo. 

Ren. Tut man one fire burnes out anothers burning, 

One paine is lefned by anothers anguifli : 

Turne giddie,aod beholpe by backward turning t 
One defperace griefe, cures with an others languito : 

Take thou tome newinfe6Uon to the eye. 

And th.e ranke poyton of the old will dye. 

Romeo. YourPlantanleafeis excellent for that. 

T Ben. For what I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken toin. 

Ben. YJby Romeo axt thou mad ? 

Rem. Not mad,but bound more then a mad man is: 

Shut vp in Priton, kept without my food, 

Whipt and tormented. -and Godden good fellow, 

Ser. Godgigoden, Iprayfircanyourcade? , 

Rem. I mine owne fortune in my miferie. 

Ser. Perhaps you haue learned it without booke : 

But I pray can you readc any thing you fee? 

Rom. I if I know the Letters and the Language. 

Ser. Ye fay honefily, reft you merry. 

Rom. Stay fellow, I can reade. 

He reades the Letter. 

C Eigneur Martino , and his wife and daughters : C 0Uni J Anfelme 
Cjandhis beauteous fitters t the Lady xoiddow ofV truuio t Seigneur 
Placentio,rf»J his louelyPJeecesMcrcutio and his brother Valen- 
tin t:mine 'Uncle Capulet hissetfe and daughters :my Jaire Neecs 
Rofaline, L\u\z,SeigneurW alentio, and his Co fen Tybalt: Lucio 
and the liuely Helena. 

A faire Affembly, whither toould they come ? 

B a s tr. 
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Ser Vp. 

Re. Whither to fupper. 

Ser. To our houfe. 

Re. Whofe houfe? 

Ser. My Maifters. 

7(o. Indeedc I ftiotrtd haue askt you that before. 

Ser. Now lie tell you without asking. My Mailer i* the 
great rich Cajwlet, & ifyou be not of the .houfe of Mount ague: 

I pray come and crulh a cup of wine. Reft you merry. 1 j 

Ben. At this fame auncienc feaft of Capulets, 

Sups the faire Kef aline whom thou fo loues: 

With all the admired b auties of VerortA, 

Goe thither and with vnattainttd eye, 

Compare her face with fome that I fhall fhew, 

And I will make thee thinke thy fwan a crow. 

Ro. When the deuout religion of mine eye, 

Maintaines fuch falfhood, then turne tcares to firer 

And thefe who often drownd, could neuer die, r 

Tranfparent Heretiques be burnt for liers* 

One fairer then my loue? the all feeing Sun 
Nere faw her match, fince firft the world begun. 

Ben. T ut,you faw her faire none elfe being by. 

Her felfe poyfde with her fclfe in eyther eye: 

But in that Chriflall fc-alcs let there be waid. 

Your Ladies loue agiinft feme other maid, 

That I will fhew you fhiuing at this feaft. 

And (he fhall fcant fhew well, that now fhewes beft. ». 

Ro. Ile=goe along no fuch fight to be fhowr.e, 

But to reioycein iplendor oriiuneown^. 

£nter Capulets SYtfe and Ifyrfe. . 

' Wife. Nurfe wher’s niy daugluei? call her forth to me. 

Nurfe, Now by my mnidenhead , attwtlue je art old / bdeibtr, 
come, what Lanub, what Lady -bird, Goa for bid, 

Where! tbtsG trie l wbas\\x\\t.l. 

Enter Iuliet. 

Juliet . How now who calls? 

Nur. Tour mother. , 

lull * 



of Romeo And Juliet* 

vij.ml am here, what is your will? 

rbi sis the matter. Nurfe giue leauea while, we muft 
u in freret Nurfe come backe againe , I haue remembred 
^ thou’feheareour counfeH. Thou knoweft my daughter’s 

° f % faith / tell her Age mto ah bwre. 

mfe. Shees not fourtcene. 

Nu i fc. Ht Ujfourteene of my teeth ,& yet to my teettt be tt ffekett, 
1 haue but foure, {bees not fourteen/. 

How long is it now to Lammas tide? 

" Wife. A fortnight and oddc dayes. 

Nurfe.£«r» oddball dales intheyeere come Lammas Sue At 
night {ball Jbe befourteene.Sukn Andjbefiod reft all Clonfiia* fouls, 
were of an art. tfeR Sufan is with Ged,fbte was to good for me. But 
as I raid on Lammas Sue at night. fhall. /bee bee fourteen , then find 
(hee marrie, 1 remember it well. Tie ftnee the Sard -quake now 
eleuen y cares, and fhe was we and 1 neuer Jball forget it, of all the dates 
of t hey ear e ve on that day. fori had then laid worme-wood to my 
dug ft ting in the Srnne vnder the Doue houfe wall. CMy Lord and 
you were then at Mantua, »*; / doe beare abraine. But asifaide, 
when it did t aft the worme-wood on the nipple of my 
felt it bitter, pretty foole , to fee it teachie and fall out with the Dug , 
S haks quoth the Done- houfe / woe no neede l trow to bid mee trudge : 
and fince that time it is a leuen year es for then (bee could ft and alone % 
nay bfthroodc fb «* could haue wane and wadlt d all about ; for euen 
the day before fhe broks her brow, and then my Huf band God be With 
hit foule , a was amerry man y toekevp the child, ye a quoth hee, doeft 
t* ou fall vpon thy face? thou wilt fall ba keward when thou haft more 
wit, wilt thou not lule }*S?*d bymyholydam , the pretty wretch left 
trying, and [aid I: to fee now how a left fhall come about. 1 warrant , 
and f (hall hue a thoufandy cares, / newer (hou Id forget it : wilt thou 
jwTule quoth he 7 aniprety foole it flint ed, andfaid l . 

Oh La. Inou$>h of this, I pfay theehoH thy peace. 

Nurfe Tc S Madam , yet I cannot chufe hut laugh , to thinke it 
ft uld leant crying and fay l: and yet I warrant ii had vpon ft brow, a 
b mpe as bt£ as a you g Cokrtls ft one? a perilous and it cued 

kiUerly. Xa quothmy hufband, fahil vpon thy face 9 thou wiltfJl 

B 3 backyvvrd 
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backward when then eommefi to age: wilt thou not I ule ? It fiinted, 
and faid I. 

Iuli. And ftintthou too, Ipray thee Nurfe, fay T. 

Nurfe. Peaee l hane done :(jod marks thee too his grace , thou 
waft the prettiefl Bake that ere 1 nurfi, And I might hue to fee thee 
marry ed once. 1 haue my mfh. 

Old La , Marry that marry is the very Theame 
I came to talke of, tell me daughter luliet , 

How (lands your difpofitiotis to be marryed? 

Iuli. It is an hourc that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. yin houre, were not I onely Nurfe ,1 would fay thou hadfi 
fuckt thy wifdome from thy teat. 

Old La. Well thinke of Marriage now, yonger then you 
Here in Verona, Ladies ofefteeme. 

Are made already mothers by my count, 

I was your mother, much vpon thtfe yeares 
That you arc now a Maide, thus then in briefe : 

The valiant Tarts feekes you for his Louc. 

Nurfe. A nsanyoug Lady , Lady, fitch a man at all the world , 
IVhy hees a man of waxe. 

Old La. feronas Summer hath not fuch a flower, 

Nurle. Nay, hees a flower, in faith a very flower. 

OldLa, What fay you, can you loue the Gentleman? 

This night you (hall behold him at our Fcaft, 

Read ore the volume of yong Paris face, 

And find delight, writ there with beauties Pen, 

Examine euery feuerall liniaraent, 

And fee how one an other lends content : 

And what obfeurde in this faire Volume lyes, 

Find wiitten in the margeant of his eyes. 

This precious Booke of Loue, this vnbound Louer, 

To beautifie him, onely lackes a Couer. 

The fifti liues in the Sea, and tis much pride 
For faire without, the faire within to hide : 

That Booke in manies eyes doth /hare the giorie. 

That in gold clapfes, locks in the golden ftor'ice 
So /hall you fhare all that he doth pofTeffe, 



of, Romeo and luliet. 

By hailing him, making your felfcno lefle. 

Nurfe. No leffe, nay bigger women grow by men. 

Old La. Speake briefely can you like of Paris loue? 

Jul>. He looke to like, if looking liking moue. 

But n® more deepe will I endart myne eye 

Then your confcnt giues ftrength to make it flye. Enter feruing. 

Sertting. Madam, the guefts are come, fupper ferud vp, you 
cald, my yong Lady askt for , the Nurfe curft in the Pan trie, 
and euery thing in extremitie: I muft hence to waite, I befeech 
you follow flraight. 

Mo. We follow th ec, luliet the Countie ftayes. 

Nurfo. Goe gyrle, feeke happic nights to happie dayes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo, Mercurio, Benuolio,»/7i fine or fix other 
Maskers , Torch-hearers. 

Romeo. What (hall this fpecch be fpoke for our excufe ? 

Or (hall we on without Apologie ? 

Ben. The date is out of fuch pro] ixitie, 

Weele haue no Cupid, hood-winckt with a Skarfe, 

Bearing a Tartars painted Bow of Lath, 

Skaringthe Ladies like a Crow-keeper. 

But let them meafure vs by what they will, 

Wccle meafure them a meafure and be gone. 

Rom. Giue me a Jorch, I am not for this ambling, 

Being but heauie I will beare the light. 

Mtrctt. Nay gentle Romeo, we muft haue you dance,. 

Ro. Not I beleeue me, you haue dancing fhooes 
With riimble foies, I haueafoukoflead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot moue. 

tJMer. You ate a Louer, borrow Cupids wings, 

And /ore with them aboue a common bound. 

Romeo. I am too foreenpearced with his (haft. 

To loare with his light feathers, and fo bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch aboue dull woe, 

Vndcr loues heauie burthen doe I finke. 

Mercu, And to finke in it (bould you burthen loue, 
too great oppreflion for a tender thing, 

Romeo 
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Romeo . Is louc a tender thing? it is to rough, ,, 

Too rude, tooboifirous, and itpricks like thorne. 

Mer. If loue be rough with you, be rough with loue 
Prick louc for pricking; and you beat iouc downe, 

Giue me a cafe to put my vifage in, 

ATiforforatiior, what care I 
What current eye doth quote deformities: 

Here are the beetle browes faall blufa forme. 

Ben. Come knockc and enter , and no fooncr in, 

But euery man betake him to his legs, 

Ro. A terchforme, let wantons light of heart 
Tickle the fencelefle rufacs with their hecles: 

For lam prouetb’d with a graunfire Phrafe, 

He be a candle-holder and looke on, 

The game was nere fo faire , and I am dun. 

Mer. Tut, duns the motife, the ConRables Owne word 
If thou art dnn, wecle draw thee from the mire 
Or faue you reucrcnce Ibue , wherein chon Rickeil 
Vp to the eares, come we burne day-light ho. 

Rom. Thatsnotfo. 

Mer. Imcanefirindelay, 

We wafteour lights in vainc, Lights Lights by day : 

Take our good meaning, for our Iudgements fits, 

Fiue times in that, ere once in cur fine wits. 

Rom. And wc meane well in going to this Maskc, 

But tis no wit to goe. 

Mer. Why may one askc ? 

Rom. 1 dreamptaDteamctonight. 

Mer. Andfodidl. 

Rom. Well, what was yoars? 
cJWVr. That dreamers often lye. 

Ro. In bed a fleepe while they doc dreamc things true, 
Mer. O then I fee Qoeene Mab hath beene with you: 

Shee is the Fairis midwife , and fhee comes in fhape no bigg cr 
then an Agac done, on the forefinger of an Alderman , drawn* 
with a teeme of little atomies, ouer mens nofesastheyh* 3 ' 
fleepe:her waggon fpokes made oflbng fpinnerslegs:the cou« 
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of Romeo And Juliet . 

. • «* r afie-hoppers .her traces of the fmalleft Spider 

ofthe win- B thcolcon _faines watry bcames,her whipof 

the lafh of Philome, her waggoner, a fmall gray 
Crickets bone, fobi e as a round little worme, pnekt 

coated Gnat, , pj er Chariot is an emptie Hafell 

from 'bj^^foynerfquirieH or old Giub,t.meout a mind, 

nut made by the j <1 ft* lc fhe gallops night by 

and thCH ? Cy a rCatnC °? UC -° n 

s u h ;& 

k^dreane * which oft the angry Mab with blifters plagues, 
because their breath with fweet meates tainted are. Sometime 
if . _ allops ore a Courtiers nofe,and then dreames he of .mel- 
W out a futc : and fomtime comes face with a tithe-pigs tale, 
tickling a Parfons nole as a lies a fleepc, then he dreames ol an- 
other Benefice. Sometime face driueth ore a fouldiers necke, 
and then dreames hee of cutting forrame throats , of breaches, 
ambufeados, fpanifa blades: Of healths fiue fadome deepc,and 
then anon drums in his care, at which hee ftarts and wakes, and 
being thus frighted,fwearcs a prayer or two,and fleepes agame: 
this is that very Mab that plats the manes of horfes in the 
night: and bakes the Elflocks in fouie fluttifa haites , which . 
once vntaagled, much misfortune bodes. 

This is the Hag, when Maids lie on their backs, 

That preffes them, and learnes them firft to beare. 

Making them women of good carriage: 

This is faee. 

Romeo. Peace, peace, Mereutio peace. 

Thou talkft of nothing. 

Merc. True, I talke of dreames: 

Which are the children of an idle braine. 

Begot of nothing but vaine phantafie: 

Which is as thin of fubftance as the ayre. 

And more inconftant then the wind, who wooes 
Euen now the frozen bofome ofthe North: 

And being angred puffes away from thence. 

Turning his fide to the dew- dropping South. 

C ’Sen, 








T he rnejit ament dblcT ragedu 

Ben. This wind you talke of, blowes vs from eurfciucg 
Sapper is done, and we fhall come too late. * 

Ro. I feare too early, for my mind milgiue*. 

Some confequence yet hanging in the ftarres. 

Shall bitterly begin his fcarefull date 
With this nights rcuels, and expire the terme 
Of a defpifed life dofde in my bred : 

By fome vile forfeit of vntimely death. 

But he chat hath the ftirrage of my courfe, 

Diredt my fute; on luflie Gentle men. 

Hen. Strike Drum. 

They march about the Stage .and Seruingmen cm* 
forth with Napk/ns. 

Enter Romeo, 

Ser. WheresPotpjn that he helpcs not to take away? 

He fhift a Trencher, he ferape a Trencher ? 

i. When good manners fhall lye all in one or two mens 
hands, and they vnwafht to,tis a foulc thing. 

Ser. Away with tbcioyn-(looIes,rcmoue the Court.cubbert 
lookc to the Plate, good thou, faue raee a piece of Marchpane* 
and as thou loues me, let the Porter let in Sufan Cjnndjlene, and 
Nell, Anthonie and Potpan. 
a. IBoyrcadic. 

Ser. You areloolctfor,and cald for.askt for, and foughtfot 
in the great Chamber. 

3 . We cannot be here and there too,chearcly boyes, 

Be brisk awhile, and the longer liuer take all. 

Exeunt. 

Enter all the gueSls and Gentlewomen to the 

Masters. 

I. Capte , Welcome Gentlemen, Ladies that haue their tocr 
Vnplagued with Comes, will walke about with you: 

Ah my Mitfrefles, which of you all 

Will now denie to dance, fhe that makes daintie, 

She lie fweare hath Comes •• a. 71 I come nearc you now ? 
Welcome Gentlemen, I haue feene the day 
That I haue worne a Viforaod could tell 



of Romeo 4nd Juliet. 

A whifpefteg Tale in a fairc Ladies eare : 

Such as would pleafejtis gone,tis gone.tis gone, 

You are welcome Gentlemen, come Muficians play: 
cMufii be plages, and they dance. 

A hall, a hall, giueroome,and footeit girles. 

More light you Knaues, and turne the Tables vp : 

And quench the fire, theroome is growne too hot* 

Ah firrah, this vnlookt for fport conies well .• 

N*y fit, nay fit,good Coziu Capstlet , 

For you and I ate paft our dancing dayes t 
How long ift now fince laft your fclfe and I 
Were in a Ma>kc ? 

2. Capes. Berlady chirtie yeares. 

1, Capu. What man tis not fo much,tis not fo much, 
Tis fince the Nuptiall of Lucientio, 

Come Pentycoft as quickly as it will, 

Some fiue and twentie yearcs,and then wemaskt. 

2. Capu. Tis more, tis more, his fonne is elder fir t 
His fonneisthirtie. 

i. Capu. Wi 1 you tell me that ? 

His fonne was but a Ward two yeares agoe. 

Ro. What Ladie is that which doth in rich the hand 
Of yonder Knight? 

Ser. I know not fir. 

Up. O fhe doth teach the Torches to burne bright s 
It feemes fhe hangs vpon the cheeke of night. 

As a rich Iewell in an jEthiops eare, 

Beautie too rich for vie, for earth too deare : 

So fhewes a fnowe Doue trooping with Crowes, 

As yonder Lady ore her fellowes fhowes : 

Themeafure done, lie watch her place of (land. 

And touching hers, make hlcfTed my rude hand* 

Did my heart loue till now,forfweare it fight. 

For I ncre faw true beautie till this night. 

Tib. This by his voyce, fhould be a ATeuntague. 

Fetch me my Rapier Boy, what dares the flauc 
Come hether couerd with an antique face, 

C » 
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The mofi Lamentable T rage die 

To fleere and fcornc at out folemnitie? 

Now by thettocke arid honour of my kin, 

To ttrikc him dead I hold it not a (in. 

Capu. Why how now kinfman wherefore ftoimc y < 
T ib. V ncle this a Mouutague our foe : 

A Villaine thatis hither come in fp'ghr. 

To fcornc at our folemnitie this nighc. 

Capit. Yong Rome* is it. 

Tib. Tis he, that Villaine Romeo. 

Capu . Content thee gentle Coze, let him alone, 

A bearcs him like a’portly Gentleman : 

And to fay truth , Veron a brags of him. 

To be a vertuous and well gouernd youth, 

I would not for the wealth of all this Towne, 

Here in my houfe doe him difparagement : 

Therefore be patient, take n® note of him, 

It is my willjthe which ifthou refpeift. 

Shew a faire presence , and put off thefe frownes. 

An ill befeeming femblance for a Feaft. 

Tib. It fits when fuch a Villaine is agueft, 

He not endure him. 

Capu. He fhall be endured. 

What goodman Boy, I fay he fhall goe too, 

Am I the Matter here or you ? goe too, 

Youle not endure him, God (hall mend my foule, 

Youle make a mutinie among my guetts: 

Y ou will fet a Cock a hoopp, youlp be the man. 

Tib. Why Vncle, tis a fhame. 

Capu. Goe too, goe too. 

Y ou are a fawey Boy, ift fo indeed ? 

This trickc may. chance to fcath you I know what. 

You mutt contrary me, marry tis time. 

Well faid my hearts, you are a Princex, goe. 

Be quiet.or more light, more light for (hame, 
lie make you quiet(whac) chearely my hearts. 

Ti. Patience perforce^with wilfoll choler meeting, 
Makes my flefh tremble itraheir different greeting: 
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ef Romeo and Juliet. 

If I prophane with my vnworthieft hand, 

This holy Line, the gentle finne is this 

up, two bluftiing Pilgrims did readie ttand, 

^ tYi at roueh touch with a tender kmc# 

T °/« rn Good Pilgrime yeu doe wrong your hand i 
.« M 'h mannerly deuotion (hewes m this, 

For Saints haue hands, that Pilgrims hands doe tuch, 

And oalme to palmc is holy Palmers kiffe. 

A Haue not Saints lips and holy Palmers too. 

fji I Pilgrim, lips that they mart vfe in Prayer. 

Rom O then deare Saint, let lips doe what hands doe, 
r £l Dtav /'grant thou) lcaft faith turne to defpaire. 

1 ;I P Sa!ntsdoe not moue, though grant for Prayers fake. 
Ro Then mouc not while my Prayers effc6t I take, 

Thus from my lips, by thine my fin is purg’d. 

hi. Then haue my lips the fin that they haue tooke. 

Ro. Sin from my lips, O trefpaffe fwcetly Yrgd: 

Giue me my fin againe. 

luli. You kiffe bith booke. ... 

Nur. Madam your mother craues a word with you. 

Rom. What is her mother? 

Nur. MarrieBatcheler, 

Her mother is the Ladie of the houfe. 

And a good Ladie,and a wife anff tertuous, 

Inurft her daughter that you talkt withall: 

1 tell you,hc that can lay hold of her. 

Shall haue thechincks. 

Rom. Is fhe a fapulct ? 

0 deare account! my life is my foes debt. 

Ben. Away, be gone, the fport is at the beft. 

Rom. I fo I tearc.the more is my vnreft. 
fapu. Nay Gentlemen prepare not to be gone, 

We haue a tiifli 'g foolifh Banquet towards : 

Is it ene fo ? why then I thanke you all. 

1 thanke you hone ft Gentlemen, g#od flight : 
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More Torches here .come on, then lets to bed. 

Ah firrah, by my fay it waxes late. 

He to my red. 

Mi. Come hither Nurfe, what is yond Gentleman ? 

'Hurf The fonne and heire of old Tj bene. 

Ittli. Whats he that now is going out of the doore ? 

Nurf. Marrie that I thinke be yong Petruibeo. 

IhU. Whats he that followes here that would not dance? 
Nurf. I know nor* 

IhU. Goe askehisname,if hebemarryed. 

My graue is tike to be my wedding bed. 

Nutf, His name is Rome*, and a Montague, 

The onely fonne of your great Enemie. 

Mi. My onely Loue fprung from my onely hate. 

Too early feene,vnknowne.and knowne too late. 

Prodigious birth of loue it is to mec, 

That I mud loue a lothed Enemie. 

Nurf. Whats tis? what tis? 

In. A Rime I learnt euen now 
Of one I dandwithall. 

One cols within Iulict. 

Nurf. Anon, anon: 

Come lets away, the drangers are all gone. 

Exeunt. 

Chorus. 

Now old delire doth in his death. bed lye, 

And yong affe&ion gapes to behis heire. 

That faire for which loue gron’dc for and would dye. 

With tender Mitt matcht,is now not faire. 

Now Borneo is beloued,and loues againe, 

A like bewitched by the charmc of lookes : 

But to his foe fuppofde he mud complaine. 

And (he fteale loues fweet bait from fearcfull hookes : 

Being held a foe, he may nothaue accede 
To breath fuch vowes as Louers vfe to fweare. 

And (he as much in loue, hermeanes much lcife. 

To mccte her new beloucd any where : 

But 




50 60 70 80 90 100 110 120 130 140 150 



of. Romeo and Ittlief. 

But palfion lends them P ower, time meanls to meete. 
Tempting extremities with extreamefweete, 

Y Enter Romeo alone 

Horn. Can T goe forward when my heart is here, 

Turne backe dull earth and find thy Center out. 

Enter Benuolio, with Mercutio. 

Ben. Romeo, my Cozen Romeo, Romeo, 
jtfer. He is wife,& on my life hath dolnc him home to bed 
Ben. He ran this way and leapt this Orchard wall. 

Call good Mercutio: 

M.r. Nay He coniure too. 

Romeo, humours, madam, pa(!ion,louer, 

Appeare thou inthelikenede ofafigh, 

Speake but one rime and I am fatisfied: 

Cry bur ay me, pronounce but loue and die, 

Speake to my Godip Venue one faire word, 

One nickname for her pur-blind fonne and heire 
Yong xAbroham Cupid: he that (hot fo true. 

When King fophetua lou’d the Begger-maide, 

He heareth not, he dirreth not , he moucth not. 

The ape is dead, and I muft coniure him; 

I coniure thee by Rofalines bright eyea. 

By her high forehead , and her Scarlet lip. 

By her fine foote , ftraight leg, and quiuering thigh. 

And the demeanes, that there adiaccnt lie. 

That in thy likenelTe thou appeare to vs. 

Ben. And if he heare thee thou wilt anger him. 

Mtr. This cannot anger him, t’ would anger him 
To nife a fpirit in his milirefi*e circle, 

Offome drange nature, letting it there (land 
Till (heehad hide it, and comurcd it downe, 

That were fome fpight. 

My inuocation is faire and honed, and in his midrclTe names 
1 coniure onely but to raife vp him. 

"Ben, Come , he hath hid himfclfe among thefe tree# 

To be confortcd with the humerous night: 

Blind is his loue , and btd befits the darkc. 

Mtr. 
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Met. Tfloue be blind ,loue cannot bit themarke, 

Now will he fit vnder a Mcdler tree, 

And wilh his miftreffc were that kind of frui t. 

As maides call Medless when they laugh alone, 

0 Romeo that (Vice were , O that Ihee were 
Anopen & catera, and thou a PoperiB Peare. 

"Borneo good-night lie to my Truccle* bed, 

This Field-bed is to cold for me to fleepe. 

Come (hall we goc? 

Ben. Goc then, for tis in vaine to feeke him here 
That meancs not to be found. Exeunt, 

Ro. He ieafts at fcarres that ncuer felt a wound. 

But fofr, what light through yonder window breakes ? 

It is the Eaft, and lultet is the Sunne. 

Arife faire Sunne and kill the enuious Moone, 

Who is already ficke and pale with griefe. 

That thou her maide at farre mote faire then fhee : 

Be not her maide fince fhee is enuious. 

Her veftall liuerie is but ficke and greene. 

And none butfooles doe weare.it, caft it off: 

It is my Lady, O it is my loue, O that ftiee knew ftiee were, 
Shee fpeakes yet fhee fayes nothing, what of that? 

Her eye difcourles.I Will anfwere it: 

1 am to bold tis not to me ftiee fpeakes: 

Two of the faireft ftarres in all the heauen, 

Hauing fome bufincs, doe entreat her eyes, 

Totwinckle in their fpheres till they returne. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head, 

The brightneffe of her cheeke would ftiame thofe ftarres, 

As day. light doth a lampe, her eye in heauen. 

Would through the ayrie region ftreame fo bright. 

That birds would ling , and thinkeit were not night: 
Sctfhow (bee leanes her cheeke ?pon her hand. 

O that 1 were a glouevpon that hand. 

That I might touch that cheeke. 

Mi, Ay me 
Tfm. Shee fpeakes. 



if 
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tf if met And lultet. 

Oh fpeake againe bright Angell,for thou art 
?, glorious to this night being oremy head, 

As is a winged Meffenget of Heauen 
Vnco the white vp-turned wondnng eyes, 

Of Mortals that fall backe to gaze on him, 

Whenhebeftrides the lazie puffing Gloudes, 

And fay les vpon the bofome of the Ayre. 

Mi. O Romeo i Romeo i wherefore art thou Romeo} 
Denie thy father and refufc thy name * 

Or tf thou wilt not, be but fworne tny Loue, 

Mi, Tis but thy name that is my Enemies 
Thou arc thy felfe, though not a Montague, 

What’s Montague ? it is nor hand nor foote, 

Nor arme nor face, O be fome other name 

Belonging to a man. - 

What’s in a name? that which we call a Role, 

By any other word would fmell as fvvect. 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo cald, 

Retayne that deare perfc&ion which he owes, 
Without that title, Romeo doffe thy name. 

And for thy nam^ which is no part of thee. 

Take all my felfe. 

Ro. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but Loue, and lie be new baptizde, 
Hence-forth I neuer will be Romeo. 

Mi. What man art thou,that thus befcrcend in night 
So ftumbleft on my counfcll ? 

Ro. By a name, I know not how to tell thee who I am, 
My name deare Saint is hatefull to my felfe, 

Becaufe it is an Enemy to thee. 

Had I it written, I would teare the word. 

Iuh. My cares haue yet not drunkc a hundred words 
Of thy tongues vttering, yet I know the found. 

Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither faire Maide, if either thee diflike. 
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lu. How cameft thou hither, tell me, and wherefore? 
The Orchard walls are high and hard to dimbe. 

And the place death, confidcring who thou art 
Ifany of my kinfmen find thee here. 

‘fy. With loues light wings did I orc-pcrch thefe wall* 
For ftony limitscamiot hold louc out, * 

And what loue can doe, that dares loue attempt: 
Therefore thy kinfmen a rc no flop to me. 

It*. If they doe fee thee, they will murther thee. 

Ro. Alacke there lies more perill in thine eye. 

Then twenty of their fwords , looke thou but fvreete, 

And I am proofe agaipft their c nfnity, 

la. I would not for the world they faw thee here. 

Rom. I haue nights eloake to hide me from their eyes 
And but thou loue me, let them find me here. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Then death proroged wanting of thy loue. 

lali. By whofe dirc&ion foundft thou out this place? 
Ro. By loue that firft did promp me to enquire. 

He lent me counfell, and I lent him eyes: 

I am no Pylot, yet wert thou as farre 

As that vail fiiorc wafht with the fartheft fea, 

I fhould aduenture for fuch marchandife 

luli. Thou knoweft the maske of night is on my face, 
Elfe would a maiden blufh bepaint my cheeke. 

For that which thou haft heard mefpeaketc night, 

Faine would I dwell on forme, faine,faine, denie 
What I haue fpoke , but fiarewell complement. 

Doeft thou loue me? I know thou wilt fay I; 

And I will take thy word, yet if thou fwearft, 

Thou maieft proue falfe ;at louers perjuries 
They fay loue laughs, oh gentle Romeo , 

If thou doft loue, pronounce it faithfully: 

Or if thou thinkeft I am too quickly wonne, 
lie frowne and be peruerfe, and fay thee nay, 

So thou wilt wooe, but elfe not for the world, 
la truth faire Mount ague I am coo fond: 
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ef Romeo and lullet. 

And therefore thou maieft thinke my behauteur light, 
gut truft me Gentleman, lie proue more true. 

Then thofe that haue more coying to be firange, 

I Ibould haue beene more fteange, I muft confeffe. 

But that thou ouer heardft ere I was ware 
My true loue paflion, therefore pardon me. 

And not impute this yeelding to light loue. 

Which the darke night hath fo difeouered. 

Rom. Lady, by yonder blcfled Moone I row. 

That tips with filuer all thefe fruite tree tops. 

I«. O fweare not by the Moone th’inconftant Moone, 
That monthly changes in her circled orbe, 

Leaft that thy loue proue like wife variable. 

’Rom. What fhall I fweare by? 
lali. Doe not fweare at all: 

Or if thou wilt, fweare by thy gratious felfe. 

Which is the God of my Idolatry, 

And lie beleeue thee. 

Rg. If my hearts deare louc. 

lu. Well doe not fweare, although I ioy In thee: 

I haue no ioy of thi s eontradi to night. 

It is too rafh, too rnaduifde,too fudden. 

Too like the lightning which doth ceafe to bee, 

Ere, one can fay, it lightens, fweet good night: 

This bud ofloue by Summers ripening breath. 

May proue a beautious flower when next wee meete. 
Goodnight, goodnight , as fweeterepofe and reft. 

Come to thy heart, as that within my breft. 

Ro. O wilt thou leaue me fo vnfatisfied? 
lu. What fatisfadiion canft thou haue to night? 

Th’exchangeof thy loues faithfull vow for mine. 

lu. I gaue thee mine before thou didft requeft it: 

And yet I would it were to giue againe. 

Ro. Wouldft thou withdraw it , for what purpofe loue? 
lu. But to be fi anke and giue it thee againe. 

And yet I wifli but for the thing I haue, 

My bounty is as boundlejEfe as the fea, 
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My loue as deepe,the more I giue to thee 
The more I haue, for both are infinite : 

I hearefomenoyfe within, deare Loue adue: 

Anon good Nurfe, fweet Mountague be true: 

Stay but a little,I will come againe. 

Ro. O bleffed,blefl'ed night, I am afeard 
Being in night, all this is but a dreame. 

Too flattering fweet to be fubftantiall* 

/w.Thrce words dear c7{omeo } & goodnight indeed. 

If that thy bent of loue be honourable. 

Thy purpofe Marriage,fcnd me word to morrow, 

By one that ile procure to come to thee, 

Where and what time thou wilt perforate the rights 
And all my fortunes at thy foote He lay. 

And follow thee my Loue throughout the World. Madam. 
I come, anon; but if thou meaneft not well, 

I doc befeech thee (by and by I come ) Madam. 

To ceafe thy fute, and leaue me to my griefe. 

Tomorrow will I fend. 

Ro. So thriue my foule. 

Iu. A thoufand times good-night. 

Ro. A thoufand times the worfe to want thy fight, 

Loue goes toward loue as Schoole-boyes from their Bookes, 
But loue from loue, toward Schoole with heauie lookes. 

Enter Iulict againe. 

1m. Hift O for a Falkners voice. 

To lure this Taffell gentle backe againe. 

Bondage is hoarfe,and may fpeake aleude, 

Elfe would I tearc the Cauefwbere Eccho lyes, 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarfc, then myne 
With repetition of my Ri meo. 

Ro. It is my loue that cals vpon my name. 

How filuer fweet, found Louers tongues by night* 

Like fpftefl Muficke to attending cares. 

/#. Romeo . 

Rom. My Deere. 

/#/. What a clock to morrow 

Shall 
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ef Romeo *nd Juliet. 

Shall I fend to thee? 

Ro By theboure of nine. 

Inli. I will not faile, tis twentieyeares till then, 

Thaue forgot why I did call thee backe. 

%» Let me ftand here till thou remember ir. 

Idt. I {hall forget, to haue thee ftill ftand there, 
Rcmembring how I loue thy company. 

Ro. And lie ftill flay, to haue thee ftill forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Inli. Tis almoft morning, I would haue thee gone. 

And yet no farther then a wantons Bird, 

That lets it hop a little from his hand, 

Like poore Prifoner in his twifted gyues. 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe. 

So louing Iealous of his liberty. 

Rom. I would I were thy Bird. 

Iu. Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fhould kill thee with much cheriftiing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweet forrow, 

That I fhall fay good-night, till it be morrow. 

Ro. Sleepe dwell vpon thine eyes, peace in thy breft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft 
Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

His helpe to craue, and iny deare hap to tell. 

Exit. 

Enter Fryer alone with a 'Bafket. 

Fri. The grey eyde morne fmiles on the frowning night 
Checkring the Eafterne Cloudes with ftreakes of light : 
And fleckeld davknefle like a drunkard reeles, 

From forth dayes path, and Titans burning wbeeles. 

Now ere the Sunne aduance his burning eye, 

The day to checre,and nights dankc dew to dry, 

Imuft vpfill this OfierCagc of ours, 

With baleful! weeds, and precious iuyeed flowers, 

The earth that’s natures mother in her Torobe, 

What is her burying Graue, that is her wombe : 
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And from her wombe children of diuers kind 
We fucking on her naturall bofome find ; 

Many for many vertures excellent : 

None but for fome, and yet all different. 

O mickle is the powerfull grace that lyes 
In Plants, Hcarbs, Stones, and their true qualities: 

For nought fo vile, that on the earth doth liue, 

But to the earth fome fpeciall good doth giue,: 

Nor ought fo good, but ftrafh’d from thatfaire vfe, 
Reuolts from true birth, Bumbling on abufe. 

Vertue it felfe-turnes vice being mif-applycd. 

And vice femetime by a&ion dignified. 

EnterRomco. 

Within the Infant rinde of this weake flower 
Poyfon hath refidence, and Medicine power ! 

For this being fmelt with that parr, chearcs each part, 
Bein g tafled flayes all fences with the heart. 

Two fuch oppofed Kings, encampe them ftill 
In man, as well as hearbes, grace, and rude will : 

And where the worler is predominant, 

Full foonc the Canker death cates vp that plant. 

%o. Goodmorrow father. 

Fri. Benedicite. 

What early tongue fo fweet faluteth me ? 

Yong fonnc,it argues a diftempered head, 

So foone to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keepes his watch in eucry old mans eye. 

And where care lodges, fleepe will ncuer lye : 

But where vnbrufed youth with vnfluft braine 
Doth couch his lims, there golden fleepe doth raigne. 
Therefore thy earlinefledoth me aflure. 

Thou art vprous’d with fome diftemp’rature : 

Or if not fo, then here I hit it right, 

Our Romeo hath not beene in bed to night, 

Ro. That laft is true, the fweetcr reft was mine. 

Fri. God pardon fin, waft thou with Rofaline ? 

‘jRom, With Rofalttie , my ghoftly father no, 



of Romeo and Iutiet. 

I haue forgot that name, and that names woe. 

Fri. That’s my good fonne,buc where haft thou beene then? 
Fo. He tell thee ere thou aske it me agen : 

I haue beene feafting with mine enemie. 

Where on a fudden one hath wounded me: 

That’s by me wounded, both our remedies. 

Within thy helpe and holy phyfick lyes:: v ; O 

1 beare no hatred bleffed man : for loe 
>iy inccrceflion likewife (leads my foe, 

Fri. Beplainegood fonneand homely in thy drift, 

Ridling Confeflion.finds but ridling Shrift. 

Rem. Then plainly know my hearts deare loue is fet 
On the faire daughter of rich fapulct : 

As mine on her, fo hers is fet on mine 

And all combin’d/aue what thou muft combine 

By holy Marriage: when and where, and how. 

We met, wc vvoocd,and made exchange of vow s 
He tell thee as we pa(fe,but this I pray. 

That thou confent to marrie vs to day. 

Fri. Holy S. Francis what a change is here? 

Is Rof aline that thou did ft loue fo deare, 

Sofoonc forfaken ? yong mens loue then lyes 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes. 

Iefu Maria , what a deale of brine 

Hath wafhc thy fallow cheekes for Refalinei 

How much fait water throne away in wafte. 

To feafon loue that of it doth not tafte. 

The Sun not yet thy fighes, from Heauen cleares 
Thy old grones yet ring in my ancient cares : 

Lo here vpon thy checke the ftaine doth fit, 

Ofan old tearethat is notwaftitoffyet. 

If ere thou waft thy felfe, and thefc woes thine. 

Thou and thefe woes, were all for Rofaline. * 

And arc thou chang’d ? pronounce this fentence then, 

Women may fall, when there’s no ftrength in men. 

Ro. Thou chid’ft me oft for louing Rofahne. 
ri * doting,not for louing Pupill mine. 
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•fy. And badft me bury louc. 

Fri. Not in a graue, 

To lay one in, another out to haue. 

Ro. I pray thee chide me not, her I louc now 
-Doth grace for grace, and loueforloue allow.* 

The other did not fo. 

Fri. Olhe knew well. 

Thy louc did read by rote, that could no fpell : 

But come yong Wauerer, come and goe with me, 

In oncrefpe&Ile thy afliftanc be; 

For this Alliance may fo happie proue. 

To turne your houlholds rancor to pure loue. 

Rem. O let vs hence, I ftand on fudden haft. 

Fri. Wifely and flow, they ftumblc that run faft. 

Extant. 

Enter Benuolio and Mcrcutio. 

Mer. Where the Deu’le fliould this Romeo be? came heenot 
home to night? 

Ren. Not to his fathers, I fpoke with his man. 

Mer. Why that feme pale hard-hearted wench, that Rofalkt 
Torments him fo, that he will fure run mad. 

Ben. Ttbalt , the Kinfman to old fipulet, bath fent a Letter to 
his fathers houfe. 

Mer. A challenge on my life. 

Ben. Romeo willanfwereit. 

Mer. Any man that can write may anfwere a Letter. 

Ben , Nay, he will anfwere the Letters Mafter, how he dares 
being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poore Romeo, heeis alreadie dead,ftab’d witha 
white Wenches blacke Eye, run through the care with a Loue* 
Song, the very Pinne of his heart, cleft with the blinde Bow* 
boyes But-fhaft, and is he a man to encounter Ttbalt ? 

Rom. Why, what is Ttbalt ? 

<JMer. More then Prince of Cats. O hee’s the couragiotu 
Captaineof Complements : he fights as you fingPrick»fong, 
keepes time,diftance and proportion, hee tdi\sh\s minum tefa) 

one two and the third in your bofome : the very Butcher of« 
\ ' filke 
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eft Romeo And luliet. 

, dualiff , a dualift, a Gentleman ofthe veryfirft 
fnkC f bU f the fir ft and fccond caufc , ah the immortallPaffado, 
thepunto reuerfo, the Hay. 

^"of filch antique lifping aflEefting phanta- 
•^hefenew tuners of accent: by Iefu a very good blade , a 
C * u l,n a very oood whore. Why is not this a lamenta- 
very call ma , ^ ce (hould be thus affli&ed with thtfc 

& much on the new forme that they cannot fit at cafe on 
he old bench. O theit bones , their bones. 

1 Enter Romeo. 

v.m comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. _ ■ - 

Mer Without his Roe, like a dryed Hering , Ofle^i, flefh 
, ^ rt ‘ t hou fifliified?now is he for the numbers that Petrarch 
flowed in r.Lattra to his Lady, was a kitchin wench, manic fhec 
Had a better loue to berime her: T)tdo a dowdie , Cleopatra a 
Gipfie , Helton and Hero , hildings and harlots : Thtebte a grey 
eve^or fo but not to the purpofe. Signior Romeo Bontettr.thcics 
aFrench’ faluation to your frcnchflop : you gaue vs the coun- 

ood ^tnorrow to you both, what counterfeit did I 
^iueyou?' . , .. 

B Mer. the flip fir, the flip, can you not conceiue? 

Romeo. Pardon good Mereutto.my bufineffe was grcat,and 
in fuch a cafe as mine, a man may ftraine curtefie. 

Mer. Thats as touch as to fay , fuch a cafe a* yours eon- 
ftrainesa man to bow in the hams.- 
Romeo. Meaning tocurfie. 

Mer. Thou haft moft kindly hit it. 

Rem. Amoftcurteouscxpofition. 

c Mer. Nay, I am the very pincke of curtefie: 

Romeo, Pinck for flower. 

Mer. Right. * 

Romeo. Why then is my pump well flowteil. 

Mer. Sure wit', follow mee thisieaft, now till tnouhaft 
worne out thv Dump . that when the (ingle foie of it is worn e. 
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the ieaft may rcmaine after the wearing, foTy fingular. 

Re. O fingle foldc ieaft, foly fingular For the finglcnefTe 

Mer. Come betweene vs good B enuolio , my wits faints! 

Rp. S wits and fpurs, fwits and fpurs, or He cry a match. 

Mer. Nay , if our wits run the wild goofe chafe , I am done; 
For thou haft more of the wiide goofe in one of thy wits , then 
lam furel hauein my whole flue. Was I with you there for 
the goofe? 

Re. Thou waft neuer with mee for any thing,when thou waft 
not there for the goofe. 

c JMer. I will bite thee by the care for that ieaft. 

Re. Nay good goofe bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is avery bitter fweting, it is amoftfharp fauce. 
And is it not well feru’d in to a fweet goofe ? 

Mer, Oh here’s a wit of Cheuerell, that ftretches from an 
ynch narrow,to an ell-broad. 

Re. Iflr<?tchitoutforthatword,broad,whicb added to the 
goofe, proues thee farre and wide, a broad goofe. 

Mer. Why? is not this better now, then groning for Loue, 
now art thou fociable, now art thou Romeo', now art thou what 
thou art, by art as well as by Nature , for this driueling loue is 
like a 'great Naturall , that runs lolling vp and downe to hide 
bis bable in a hole. 

'Ben. Stop there, flop there. 

Met. Thoudefireft me to flop in my tale againft the hairc, 

Ben. Thou wouldftelfe haue made thy tale large. 

O thou artdeceju’d.I would haue made it fhort,forI 
was come to the whole depth of my tale, and meant indeed to 
occupie the argument no longer. 

Re. Heres goodly geare. Enter Nurfe and htrman. 

A fayle a fayle. 

Mer. Two, two, a fhirt and a fmocke. 

Nur. Peter: 

Peter. Anon. 

Nur. My fan Peter. 

Mer. Good Peter to hide her face, for her fans the fairer face, 

Nurfe. God y« good morrow Gentlemen. 

' c • Mtr. 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

cMer. God ye goodden fairc Gentlewoman. 

Nurfe. Is it goodden? 

Mer. Ti * no leffe I tell you, for the bawdy hand of the dyall 
is now vpon the pricke of noone. 

Nurfe. Out vpon you , what a man are you? 

Be. One Gentlewoma,that God hath made.himfclfe to mat. 
Nurfe. By my troth it is well faide , for himfelfe to marre 
quatha: Gentlemen can any of you tell roe where Imayfinde 
the yong Romeo ? 

Re. I can tell you , but young Remeo will be older when you 
haue found him, then hee was when you fought him : I am the 
youngeft of that name, for fault of a vvorfe. 

Nurfe. You fay well. . ■ 

Mer. Yea is the worft well , very well tooke, ifaith, wifely, 
wifely. . 

Nurfe. If thou be he fir, I defire fomc confidence with you, 
Ben. Shee will endite him to fome fupper. 

Mtr. Abaud,abaud,abaud. Soho, 

Ro. What haft thou found? 

Mer. No hare fir, vnlefleahare firinaLenren-pie, that is 
lomething ftale and hoare ere it be fpenc. 

An old hare hoare , and an old hare hoare is very good meate 
in Lent. 

But a hare that is hore is too much fora fcore , whenit hoares 
ere it be lpent. 

Romeo, will you come to your fathers ? weele to dinner thither. 
Re. I will follow you. 

CWer. Farewell auncicnt Lady, farewell Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Exeunt 

r Vn r 'e[^ ray you what Pawcic merchant was this that was 
lo full or his roperie? 

tM° me6 'A A .,^ entl f man Nurfe, thatloues to heare himfelfe 
• , and will fpeake more in a minute , then hee will ftand to 
in a moneth. 

an f * r * An ? o fpea , kc any thin S a S ainft me, lie tak e him down 

STS fi ft 7 th u Cn r h V S ’ and Cwcntic fuch : 3 ndTf f 

ofhis Gil' fl U r« d T thofe th4t '^ a11 • feuruie knaue , 1 am none 
-Hurts, T am none of his skaincs mates, and thou muft 

^ 2 ftand 
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ftand by too, and fuffer euery Knatic to vfe mee at hispi e 
fure. * 

Pet. I faw no man vfe you at his plcafure : if I had, my w ea 
pon fhould quickly hauc beenc out, I warrant you, I dare draw 
affoonc as another man, if J fecoccafion in a good quarrelled 
the law on my fide. * 

Nur. Now afore God, I am fo vext , that euery part about 
me quiuers , skuruie Knaue : pray you fir a word : and as I told 
you, my yong Ladie bid me enquire you o ut, what file bid mee 
fay, l will keepe to ray fdfo : butfirftlcc me tell ye,ifye fhould 
leade her in a Fooles paradife, as they fay, it were a very groffe 
kind of behauiour as they fay t for the Gentlewoman is yong- 
and therefore, if you fhould deale double with her, tritely it 
were an ill thing to be offered to any Gentlewoman, and verie 
wcake dealing. 

Rom . Nurfe, commend me to thy Lady and Miftris, Iproteft 
vntother. 

Nur. Good hearr ,and yfaith 1 will tell her as much : Lord, 
Lord, {he wtl be a ioyfuil woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her Nurfe? thou doeft not marke 
mee ? 

i Nur. I will tell her fir, that you doe proteft, which as I take 
it, is Gentlemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her deuife fotnc meanes to come to fbrift this af- 
ternoone, 

A n d there fhe fhall at Fryer Lawrence Cell 
Be fhriued and married : here is for thy paines. 

Nur. No truly fir not a pent) ie. 

Rom. Go too, I fay you fhall. 

Nur. This afternoone fir, well fhe fhall be there. 

Rom. And flay good Nurfe behind the Abbey walk, 

Within this houre my man (hall be with thee. 

And bring thee Cords made like a tackled fiaire, 

Which to the high top gallant of my ioy, 

Mufi be my Conuoy in the fccrct night. 

Farewell be truftie,and lie quite thy paines : 

Farewell, commend me to thy Miftris. 

J0& 




of Romeo and Iutiet* 

Mur Now God in Heauen bh tfe thee, harkeyou fir. 

Ro What fay ft thou my dcare Nurfe? 

wr. Is your man fecret, did you nere here fay, twomay 

keepe counfell putting one away. 

Ro. Warrant thee my mans as true as eelc. ■ , . _ 

Nur Well fir , my Miftreffe is the fwceteft Ladie , Lord, 
T ord when ’twas a little prating thing. O there is a Noble- 
man in Towne one Paris , that would faine lay Knife aboard .* 
but ftie good foule had as leeue fee a Tode , a very Tode as fee 
him : I angerer fometimes , and tell her that Paris is the prqpe- 
re r man but lie warrant you, when I fay fo, fhe lookes as pale 
as any clout in the verfall W orld, doth not Rofemarie and Re~ 
m ,„ begin both with a Letter ? 

Ro. I Nurfe, what ofthat? Both with an R. 

Nur. A mocker that’s the Doggcs name. R. is for the no , I 
know it beginneswith fome other letter , and fhee hath the 
pjctticft fententious of it, ofyou and Rofenaary , thatit would 
joe you good to heare it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy Lady. 

Nar. I athouland times Peter ? 

Pet. Anon. 

Nur. Before and apace. 

Suit. 

Enter Iuliet. 

ltt. The docke ftrooke nine wheu 1 did fend the Nurfe, 

In halfc an houre fhe promifed to veturnc, 

Perchance fhe cannot meete him, thats not fo t 
Gh fhe is lame, loues Heratilds' fhould be thoughts, 

Which ten times fafter glides then the Sunnes beames, 

Drining bncke lhadowes ouer low-ring hils: 

Therefore doe nimble pinion’d Doues draw loue. 

And therefore hath the winde fwift Cupid wings.* 

Now is the Sunne vpon the highmoli hill 
Ofthisdaycs ioUrney, and from nine till cwclue. 

Is three long houres,yetfhcisnotcome. 

Had fhe affe&ionsand warme youthful! bloud, 

Shec would be as fwift in motion as a ball. 

My 
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My words would bandie her to my fweet Loue. 

And his to me, but old folkes,many fainc as they were dead 
iVnweildie, flow, heauie, and pale as lead. 

fbrter Nurfe. 

O God flie comes, O honey Nurfe w hat newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? fend thy man away. 

Nur. Veter ftay at the gate. 

Iu. Now good fweet Nurfe , O Lord, why look’ft thou fad } 
Though newes, be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

If good thou ftiam'ft the Mufick of fweet newes. 

By playing it to mc,with fo fower a face. 

Nur. I am a weary, giuc me leauc a while, 

Fye how my bones ake, what a iaunt hauc I had ? 

lu. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes* 

Nay come, I pray thee fpeake, good, good Nurfe fpeake. 

Nur. Iefu what haft, can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

Iu. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me, that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do’ft make in this delay, 

Is longer then the Tale thou do’ft cxcufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anfwere to that. 

Say either and lie ftay thccircumftance: 

Let mebefatisfied, ift good or bad? 

Nur. Well, you haue made a fimple choice, you know not 
how to choofc a man : Romeo, no not he, though his face be bet. 
ter then any mans, yet his legge excels all mens, and for a hand 
and a foot and body , though they bee not to bee talkt on , yet 
they are paft compare : he is not the flowerof curtefie , but lie 
warrant him as gentle as a Lambc : goe thy wayes Wench, 
ferue God. What hauc you dinde at home ? 

Iu. No, no, but all this did I know before 
What fayes he of our Marriage, what of that ? 

Nur. Lord, bow my head altcs, what a head hauc I : 
Itbeates as it would fall in twentie pieces. 

Mybackea tother fide, amy backe,mybacke: 

Befhrew your heart for feuding me about 
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To catch my death with iaunting vp and downe. 

Jh. Ifaithlamforrythatthouartnot well. 

Sweet, fweet, fweet Nurfe t tell me what fayes my Loue ? 

Nur. Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a curteous, and a kind, and a bandfome. 

And I warrant a vertuous, where is your mother ? 

In. Where is my mother, why, Ihec is within, where flaould 
(lie bee ? 

How odly thou replyeft : 

Your Loue fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nur. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you fo hot, marry come vp I trow. 

Is this the poultis for my aking bones : 

Hence-forward doe your Meffagcs your felfe. 

Iu. Here's fuch a coyle, come what fayes Romeo ? 

Nur. Haue you got leaue to goe to flnift to day ? 

Iu. I haue. 

Nur. Then high you hencetoFryer Lawrence Cell. 

There ftayes a Husband to make you a Wife: 

Now comes the wanton bloud vp in your chcekcs, 

They’le be in Scarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a Ladder by the which your Loue 
Muft dimbe a Birds-neaft foone when it is daike 
1 am the Drudge, and coyle in your delight : -j 

But you fhali beare the burthen foone at night. 

Goe He to dinner, hye you to the Cell. 
lu. Hie to high fortune, honeft Nurfe farewell. 

Exeunt, 

.Eater Frier aadRomeo. 

Fri, So fmile the Heauens vpon this holy Aft 
That after houres, with forrow chide vs not. 

Ro. Amen, Amca, but come what forrow can. 

It cannot countcruaile the exchange of ioy 
1 hat one fhort minute giues me in het fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words, 

~ C'Thcft 
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Then loue-deuouring death doe what he dare, * 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. Thefe violent delight? haue violent ends* 

And in their triumph dye like fire and powder; 

Which as they kiffeconfume.The fweeteft honey 
Is lothfomneflt in his own© delicioufncfle, 

And in thfc tafte confounds the appetite. 

Therefore loue moderately long loue doth fo, 

Too fwift, arnues as tardie, as too flow. 

Enter luliet. 

Here comes the Ladie, Oh fo light afoot 
Will nere weare out the euerlalting flint, 

A Louer may beftride the Goflamours, 

That idles in the wanton Summer Ayre, 

And yet not fall, fo light is vanitie. 

lu. Goodeuentomy ghoftly Confeflor. 

Fri. Romeo (hall thanke thee daughter for vs both. 

It*. As much to him, elfe in his thankes too much. 

Ro . Ah luliet, if the mealurc of thy ioy 
Be heapt like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then fweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour Ayre, and let ricbMufickes tongue, - 
Vnfold the imagin’d happineffethat both 
Receiue in either, by this deare encounter. 

Iu. Conceit more rich in matter then in words. 

Brags of his fubflance,noc of ornament, 

They are but Beggers that can count their worth; 

But my true Loue is growne tofuch exceffe, 

I cannot fumme vp fomeof halfemy wealth. 

Fri* Come, come with me, and we will make flvortworke, 
For by your leaues.y ou (hall not flay alone, 

Till holy Church incorporate twoin one; 

Enter Mercutio, Bemiolion,<W««». 

Ben. I pray thee good -Mereutio lets retire, 

The day is hot, the fapulets abroad : 

And if we meet, vvedhsll nbt feape abrawle, for now thefe hot 
dayes, is themad bloud ftirring.' k 
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jtfer. Thou art like one of thefe fellowes, that when hee en- 
ters the confines of a Tauerne, claps mee his fword vp'on the 
table, and f ay es, God fend mee no need of thee : and by the o» 
peraeion of the fecond cup , drawes him on the Drawer , when 
indeed there is no need. 

Ben. Am I hke fuch a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hoe a Tacke in thy moode, as 
any in l take : and afloonc moUed co bee moodie , and afloone 
iDOodietobemoued. 

Ben. And what too ? 

Mer. Nay and there were two fuch , wee fhould haue none 
Ihortly, for one would kill the ocher : thou, why thou wilt 
quarrell with a man that hath a hjiremore, or a hairelcflein 
bis beard, then thou haft rt'.ouwilt quarrell with a man for 
cracking Nuts , hauing no other reafon , buc becaufe thou haft 
hafell eyes : what eye , hut fuch an eye , would fpie out fuch a 
quart ell? thy head is as full of quarrels,as an egge ts ful of meat, 
and yet thy head hath bf cn beaten as addle as an egge for quar« 
relling: thou haft quarcld with a man for coflmg'in the ftreet, 
becaufe he hath wakened thy dog that hath laync afleepe in the 
Sun. Didft thou not fall out with a caylor for wearing his new 
doublet before Eafter ? with another, for tying bis new fhooes 
with old riband,anu yet thou wilt tutor me from quanelhi’g ? 

Ben. And I were fo apt to quarrel as thou art. any man fhould 
buy the fee-fimplc t f my life, for an houic and a quarter. 

Mer. The fce-fimple, O fimple. 

Enter Tibalt, Petruchi o and others, 

Ben. By my head h re comes the £ apuleis. 

Mer Bsrmy heele I care not. 

Tibalt. F dlo w me clofe, for I will fpeake to then. 

Gentlemen, Good-den,a word with 

Mr. And but one word with one 
thing, make it a word and a blow. 

gZ‘'JrZnl S " d m " apt mough Ioth>! fir > “ d r - Wf 

Could y° unot u ^ c f° mc occafion without gi- 

F Ti. 



one of you. 

of vs > couple it with (bin- 
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T he weft L Ament able Tr age die 

Ti. Aiercutto ihou confortcft with Romeo. 

Mfr. Confort, what do’ft thou make vs Minftrcls? and tho 
make Minftrels of vs, look to heare nothing but difeords, bere’j 
my Fiddlefticke , hecre’s that (hall make you dance zoundj 
confort. 

Ben. We talke here in the p.ublikc haunt of men : 

Either withdraw vnto fome priuatc place. 

Or reafon coldly of your grit uances. : 

Or elfe depart, here all eyes gaze on vs. 

Mer. Mens eies were made to lookc, and let them gaze, 

I will not budge for no mans pleafure I. 

Enter Romeo. 

Ti. Well peace be with you fir,here comes my roan; 

Mer.ftm lie be hang’d fir,tf he wcareycur Liueryt 
M arry goe before to held, heele be your follower. 

Your Worfhtip in that fenfemay call him man. 

Tb. Romeo, the loue I beare thee, canaffoord 
No better terme then this: thou art a Villaine. 

Ro.Ttbf it ,the reafon that I haue to louc thee, 

Doth much excufe the appertayning rage 
To futh a greeting ; Villaine am I none. 

Therefore farewell I fee thou know'll me not. 

Ti. Boy, this fhall not excufe the iniurics 
That thou halt done me therefore turne and draw. 

Ro. I doc protcfl I neuer iniured thee, 

But loue thee better then thou canft deuife; 

Till thou (halt know, the reafon of my loue. 

And fo good Copula, which name I tender 
As dearcly as my owne, be latisficd. 

M.r. O calme difhonourable, vilefubmiffion ; 

%Atla ftucatho carries it away. 

Ttbalt, you Rat-catcher, will youwalke ? 

Ti. What woulds thou haue with me ? 

M(r+ Good King of Cats, nothing but one of your nine 
hues. ; , that I mcanc to make bold withall, and asyoulhall 
yl'emcc hereafter dric beate the reft of the eight... Will you 
pfticke your Sword out of his Pilcher by the earcs ? make hafte, 
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i aft mine bee about your cares ere it bee out. 

C 7 \ I am tor you. 

r’ Gcrulc Merentio, put thy Rapier vp. 

Mer. Come fir y our Paflado. 

r' Draw Benteolio, beate downe their weapons, 
CtBtlemen, for fhame forbeare this outrage, 

TiWf, Afercutio, the Prince exprefly hath 
Foibid bandying in Verona ftrccts, 

Hold Ttbolt, good Mercutio. 



Mer. T am hurt. 

A plague a both houfes, I ani ipcu 5 
Is he gone and hath nothing ? 

Ren. What art thou hurt? 

Mer. I, I, a feratch, a fcratch, marry tis enough. 

Where is mv Page? goe Villaine, fetch a Surgeon. 

Ro. Courage man, the hurt' cannot be much. h.. . 

Mer. No ’tis not fo deepe as a Well, nor fo wide as a Church 
doore but ’tis enough, twill icrue : aske forme to morrow, and 
you fliall find mec a graue man. I am peppered I warrant, for 
this World, a plague a both yourhoulcs,lounds adog,arar,a 
moufc, a cat to fcratch a man to death, a braggart, a rogue, a 
villaine , that fights by the booke of Arithrottick, why the 
deu’le came you betweene vs ? I was hurt vnder your armc. 

Ro. I thought all for the beft. 

Mer. Helpe me into fome houfe Benuolio. 

Or 1 (hall fainr, a plague a both your houfes. 

They haue made wormes meat of me, 

lhaue it, and ioundly to your houfes 

Exit 



Ro. This Gentleman the Princes neare alie, 

My very friend hath got his mortal! hurt 
In my behalfe. my reputation ftaynd 
With Tibahs (builder, Tib alt that ahhourc 
Hath b' ene my Cozin, O fyveet heiiet , 

Thy beantte hath made ewe effeminate. 

And in my temper loftned valours ftecle. 

F a Enter 
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T he moflLameniahle T rage die 

Enter Benuolio. 

TM. O Romeo, Romeo, bvauc Mcrcutiois dead. 

That gallant fpmt hath afpir’d the Cloudes, 

Which too yntimely here did fcorne the earth* 

Ro. This dayes blacke fate, on moe dayci doth depend 
This but begins, the woe others muft end. 

'Ben . Here comes the furious Tib ah backeagainc. 

‘Ro. He gon in triumph and Mercntio (laine. 

Away to heauen refpebhue lenitie, 

And tire and Curie, be my condu& now, 

N ovv Tibalt take the villaine backagame, 

That late thou gaueft me, for Mercntio’ s foule 
Is but a little way aboue our heads, 

Staying for thine to keepe him companie : 

Either thouor I, or both, muft goe with him. 

7i. Thou wretched boy that didft confort him hcre^ 

Shah with him hence. 

Re. This (hall determine that. 

. They fight. Tibalt falls .. 

Ben. Romeo, away, be gone : 

TheGitizens are vp. and Tibalt (laine* 

Stand not amazed, the Prince will doomc thee death. 

If thou art taken, hence begone, away. 

Ro. 0, 1 am fortunes foole. 

Ben. Why doft thou Hay ? . I. 

Exit. Romeo. [ 

Enter Citix.ens. 

f)ti. Which way ran he thatkild Mercntio ? 

Tibalt, that murthercr, which way ran he? 

Benn. There lyes that Tibalt. 

(fiti. Vp. fir, goe with me ; 

I charge thee in the Princes name obey. 

Enter Prince, old Mount ogue,Capu1et, 
their vines and all. 

Prin. Where are the vile beginners of this fray ? 

Ben. O noble Prince, I can difcouerall : 

T-hc vnluckie nuunage of this fatal! brail, 



of Romeo and Iuliet. 

There lyes the man (laine by young Romeo, 

That flew thy kinfman, braue Mercntio. 

Capn.Wi. Tibalt, my Cozin, O my brothers child, 

O Prince, O Cozin, husband, O the bloud is fpild 
Ofmv deare kinfman. Prince, as thou art true, 
pot bloud of ours, (head bloud of CMentague. 

O Cozin, Cozin. 

Pnn. Benuolio , who began this bloudy fray ? 

Ben. Tibalt here (laine, whom Romeo’s hand did flay, 
Rpmeo that fpoke him faire, bid him bethinke 
How nice the quarrell was, and vrg’d withall 
Your high dilpleafure all this vttered. 

With gentle breath, calme looke, knees humbly bowed 
Could not take truce with the vnruly fpleene 
Of Tibalt dcafe to peace, but that he tilts 
With peircing fteele at bold Mercntio’ s brealt, 

Who all as hot, turnes deadly point to point. 

And with a Martiall fcorne, with one hand beates 
Cold death afide, and with the other fends 
It back to Tibalt , whole dexteritie 
Retorts it, ‘Romeo he crycs aloud. 

Hold friends, friends part, and fwifter then his tongue, 
His agill arme beates downe their fatall points. 

And twixt them rufhes, vnderneath whofc arme. 

An cnuiotis thruft from Tibalt , hit the life 
Of ftout tJWercutio, and then Tibalt fled. 

But by and by comes backe to Romeo , 

Who had but newly entertayn’d reuenge. 

And too’c they goe like lightning, for ere I - . 

Could draw to part them, was boutTibalt (laine: 

And as he fell, did Romeo turne and flic. 

This is the truth, or \cs. Benuolio die. 

C*. wi. He is a kinfman to the Meant ague , 

Affcition makes him falfe,he fpeakes not true : 

Some twentie of them fought in this blackc ft rife. 

And all thole twentie could but kill one life. 

X beg for luftice, which thou,Ptince, muft giues 

F 3 



Romeo 



M 








m 



i 









7 * he mojl Lament ah !e T ragcdie 

'Romeo flew Rtbalt, Romeo muQ not line. 

Prifft Romeo flew him, he fl.w M< > ixtio , 

Who now the price of his dcarc bk ud doth owe. 

Motto. Not Romeo prince, be was Mtrcutios friend. 
His fault concludes, but what the Law fhould end. 
The life at Tt bait. 

Prin. And for that offence. 

Immediately vve doe exile him hence: 

I hauean Intcrcft in yourhearts proceeding. 

My bloud for your rude brawlcs doth lie a bleeding. 
But lie amerce you with fo ftrong a fine. 

That you fhall all repent the Ioffe of mine. 

1 will be dcalc to pleading and excufes. 

Nor teares, nor prayers (hall purchafe out abufes. 
Therefore y lie none, let Romeo hence in haft, 

Elfe when he is found, that houre is his laft. 

Bcare hence this body, and attend cur will, 

Mercy but murders, pardoning thofe that kill. 

Enter luMet alone. 

Gallop apace, you fiery footed fteeds. 

Towards Phoebus lodging, fuch a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the weft, r 
And bring in clowdie night immediately, 
f pread thy clofc curtaine loue- performing night. 

That tun-awayeseyes may wincke, and Romeo 
Leape to thefe armes, vntalkt of and vnfeenc, 

Lo uers can fee todoe their amorous rights, 

Bv their owne beauties, or of loue tc blind, 

It beft agrees with night, come ciuill night. 

Thou fober futed matron all inblacke. 

And leatne me how to loofe a winning match. 

Plaid for a paire of ftainleffe maiden-heads 
Hood my vnmand bloud baiting in my cheekes, 

With thy hlacke mantle, till ftrange loue grow bold, 
Thinke true loue a&ed fimple modeftie : 

Come night, come Romeo, come thou day in night. 



Exit 



For 



»f Romeo and Issliet, 

Vat thou wiltlie vpon the wings of night, 

Whiter then fnow vpon aRauens backe: 

Come gentle night, come lou.ng black-browd night, 

Giue me my Romeo, and when hee final! die. 

Take him and cut him out in little ftarres, 

And he will make the face of heauen fo fine. 

That all the world will be in loue with night. 

And pay no worfliip to the garifh Sun, 

O I haue bought the manfion ofa loue, . 

But not poffeft it* and though I am fold* 

Not yet enioyd, fo tedious is this day, 

As is the night before foroe feftiuall. 

To an impatient child that hath new robes 
And may not weare them, O here comes my Nstrjh 
Enter Nurfe with cords. 

And fhee brings newes and cuery tongue that fpeakea 
But Romeos name, fpt akes heauenly eloquence: 

Now "Hprfe , what newes? what haft thou there, 

The cords that Romeo bid thee fetch? 

JJur. I, I, the cords, 

Juliet . Ay me,what newes?why doft thou wring thy hands* 
Nssr. A weladay, hees dead, hees dead, hees dead. 

We are rndone Lady , we are vndone. 

A lacke the day, hees gone, hees kild, hees dead. 

In. Can heauen be loenuious. 

Nnr. Romeo can. 

Though heauen cannot. O Romeo, 'Romeo, 

Who eucr would haue thought it Romeo. 

lu. What d uell art thou, that doft torment me thus? 

This torture fhould be rored in difmallhell. 

Hath Rgmeo flaine himfelfe? fay thou but I, 

And that bare vowell 1 fhall poyfon more 
Then the death-darting eye ofCockatrice, 

I am not 1, if there be fuch an I. 

Or thofe eyes fhot, that makes thee anfwerels 
If he be flaine fay I , or if not ,no. 

Bricfe, founds, determine my weak ©r wo. 





The r»/>ft Lament tile T rage die 

*N(jtr. Ifawthe waun 1, l Taw it with mine eyes, 

Gad fauech: mirks, here on his manly bretf, 

A piteous coarfe, a-bloody piteous coarfe, 

Pate, pale as allies, all bedawde in blood. 

All in goare blood, I founded at the fight. 

lu, O breake my heart, poore banckrout breake at once 
To prifon eyes, ncre loekt onlibertie. 

Vile earth to earth refigne, end motion here, 

And thou and Romeo prefleone heauie beerc. 

Nur. O Tybalt , Tybalt, the bell friend I had, 

O curteous 'Tybalt honed Gentleman, 

That euer I Ihould Hue to fee thee dead. 

Ju. What ilormc is this that blowcs fo contrarie? 

Is Romeo flaughtred? and is Tybalt dead? 

My deareft Cozen, and my dearer Lord, 

Then drcadfull Trumpet found the generall doome. 

For who is liuing, if thole two are gone? 

Nur . Tybalt. is goue, and Romeo banifhed, 

Romeo that kild him he is banifhed. 

lu/iet. O God, did Remtos hand fhed Tibalts blood? 

It did, it did, alas the day, it did. 

Nur. O ferpent heart, hid with a flowring face. 

Im. Did euer dragon keepe fo faire aCaut? 

Beautifull tyrant , fiend an gelicallr 

Rauenous doue,feathred Rauen, woluiflwaucning lambc, 
Defpifed fubftance of diuineli fliow: 
lull oppofite to what thou iuflly leem’fl, 

A damned faint, an honourable villaine: 

O Nature , what hadft thou to doe in hell, 

W hen tboudidft power the fpirito^a fiend 
In mortall paradil'eoffuch fweetfl fh? 

Was euer booke contayning ftich vile matter 
So fairely bound? O that deceit Ihould dwell 
In fuch a gorgeous Pallace. 

Nur. Theres no trull, no faith, nohoneflieinmen, 

AH periurde, all for-lworne, all niught, all difletbblets, 
Ah whercs my mao? giuemefome Aqua- vital 




And Ttbalts dead that would haueflaine my husband 



andlttliei. 



The fc griefes, thefe woes, thefeforrowes make me old 

chame come to Romeo. 

lu. Bliflcred be thy tongue 
For fuch a wilh, he was not borne to fhamc: 

Vpon his brow fhame is alhamd to fu: 

Fo P r tis a throne where honour may be crownd 
Sole Monarch of the vniuerfall c ^rth. 
n w/hat a bcaft was I to chide at him. . • ^ 

° W.r W.llyou fpeske well ofhim.h.tkiUyourcoM? 

lu Shall I fpeake til of him that is my husband? 

Ah poore my Lord, what tongue fhall Imooth thy name, 
When I thy thrtehourcs wife haue mangled it? 

But wherefore villaine didfl thou kill my Cozm? 

That villaine cozin would haue kild my husband: 

Backc foolilh tearcs, backe to your natiue fpring, 

Your tributarie drops belong to woe. 

Which you miftaking offer vp to ioy. 



All this is cornrort, wneiciuic 

Some words there was worfer then Tibaltt death 

That murdered me, I would forget it fainc. 

But oh it prefics to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deedcs to finners minds, 

Ttkals is dead and Romeo banifhed: 

That banifhed , that one word banifhed, 

Hath flaine ten thoufand Ttbalts : Tibalts death 
Was woe inough if it had ended there: 

Or if fower woe delights in fellowfhip. 

And needly will be wranckc with other griefes. 
Why followed not when fhe faid Tibalts dead, 
Thy father or thy mother ■ nay or both, 

Which moderne.Lamentation might haucihoucd, 
But with a reareward following Ttbalts death, 
Romeo is banifhed to fpeake that word, 

Is father, wok her, ft Halt, Romeo Juliet, 

All flaine, all dead:2^0*** banifhed. 
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There is no end, no limit, meafure, bound. 

In that words death, no words can that woe found 
Where is my father and my mother Nurfti 

2s fur. Weeping and wailing ouer Tibalts corfe. 

Will you goe to them : 1 will bring you thither, 

/». Wafh they his wounds with teares.- mine (ball be fpent, 
When theirs are drie,for 'Romeot banifhmenc. 

Take vp thofe cords, poore ropes you are beguild. 

Both you and 1 for T^mto is exild: 

He made y ou for a high-way to my bed,, 

But I a maide, die maiden widdowed. 

Come cord, come Nurfe , lie to my wedding bed. 

And death notil«iweo,takemy maiden head. 

“2s Jur. Hie to your chamber. He find Rente* 

To comfort you, I wot well where he is; 

Hatke ye, your Romeo will be heare at night. 

He to him, he is hid at Lawrence Cell. 

lu. O find him, giue this Ring to my true Knight, 

And bid him come, to take his latt farewell. 

Exit. 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

fri. Romeo come forth, come forth thou fearefull man, 
Affliction is cnamord of thy parts: 

And thou art wedded to calamitie. 

Ro. Father what newes? What is the Princes sioomc ? 
What forrow craues acquaintance at my hand. 

That I yet know not? 
fri. Too familiar. 

Is my dcare Sonne with fuch fowre compaoic ? 

I bring thee tydings of the Princes doome. 

Ro. What lefle thenDoomefday is the Princes doome ? 
Fri. A gentler mdgement vanifot from his lips, 

Hot bodies death, but bodies banifoment. 

Ro, Ha, banifhment? be mercitull, fay death : 

For exile hath more terror in his lookf , 

|4uch more then death, doe not fay bao- foment. 

Fri, Heie from Verona art thou banifoed ; 

i 



of Romeo and Juliet. 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

° Ro. There is no world without Verona miles, 

But purgatory, torture, hell it felfe: 

Hence banifoed, is banifoc from the world. 

And worlds exile is death. Then banifoed. 

Is death miftearm'd , calling death banifoed. 

Thou cutft my head off with a golden Axe, 

And fmiled vpon the ftroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly finne, O rude vnthankefulneffe. 

Thy fault our Law cals death,but the kind Prince 
Taking thy parr, hath rufot afide the Law, 

And turn’d that blacke word death to banifoment. 
This is deare mercie, and thou feeft it not. 

Ro. ’Tis torture and not mercie, Hcaucn is here 
Where luliet liues and euery Cat and Dogge, 

And little Moule, euery vnworthy thing 
Liue here in Hcaucn and may looke on her. 

Bur jRflWfamay nor. More validitie, 

More honourable date, more courtfoip liues 
In carrion flyes.then Romeo: they may feaze 
On the white wonder of deare Iuliets hand. 

And deale immortall blcfflng from her lips. 

Who euen in pure and Vedall modedy. 

Still blufo, as thinking their owne kiffes finne. 

This may flyes doc, when I from this mud flye: 

And fayd thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

But Romeo may not, he is banidied, 

Flyes may doc this, but I from this mud flye : 

They are freemen, burl am banifoed. 

Hadd thou no poy fon mixt no foarpe ground Knife, 
No fudden meane of death, though cere fo mcane. 
But banifoed to kill me : Banifoed ? 

O Fryer, the damned vfe that word in hell : 

Howling attends it, how had thou the heart 
Being a Diuine, a ghodly Confeflbr, 

A finne Obfoluer, and my Friend profeft. 

To mangle me with that word banifoed? 

G * 
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The mo ft Lamentable Tragedie 

Fri. Thou fond mad man,heare the a little fpeake. 

Ro. O thou wilt fpeake agalne of bariifhmeut. - 
Fri. He giue thee armour to keepe off that woid, 
Aduerfities fweet milke,Pbilofophie, 

To comfort thee though thou art banifhed. 

Ro. Yet banifhed? bang vpPhilofophie, 

Vnleffe Philofophic can make a Juliet, 

Difplant a Towne, reuerfe a Princes doome, 

It helpes not, itpreuailes not, talke no more. 

Fri. O then I fee, that mad men haue no eares. 

Ro. How fhould they,whcfi wife men haue no eyes. 

Fri. Let me difpute with thee of thy eft ate. 

Ro. Thou canft not fpeake of that thou doft not feele, 
Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy louc, 

An houre but married, Tibult murdered. 

Doting like me, and likemehaniflaed. 

Then mighteft thou fpeake. 

Then mighteft thou teare thy haire. 

And fall vpon the ground as I doc now. 

Taking the mcafure of an vnmade graue. 

Nurfe knock*. 

Fri. Arife, one knocks, good Romeo hide thy felfe, 

Ro. Not I, vnleffe the breath of heart-ficke gronei 
Mift-like infold me from thcfearch ofeyes. 

Knocke. 

Fri. Harkc how they knocke ( who’s there) Romeo arife. 
Thou vf ill be taken (ftay awhile) fiand vp. 

: • Knocke agame. 

Run to my ftudie (by and by) Gods will, 
Whatfimpleneffeis this; I come, I come. 

Knocke. 

Who knocks fo hard ? whence come you ? what’s your will ? 
Enter J^urfe. 

Nur. Let me come in, and you (hall know my errand : 

I come from Lady Iuliet. 

Fri. Welcome then. 

Nur. O holy Frier, O tell me holy Frier, 



of Romeo and luliet, 

Where’s my Ladies Lord, where’s Rente*, 

W f r i. There on the ground. 

With his owne tcarcs made drunKe. 
rfur. O, be is euen in my Mtftreffe cale. 

Tuft in her cafe. O wofull fimpathy : 
pitious predicament, euen fo lyes lhe *» . .. . 

Blubbring and weeping, weeping and blubbnng. 

Stand vp, ftand vp, ftand and you be a man. 

For Juliets fake, for her fake rife and ftand : 

Why fhould you fall into fo deepe an O : 

Nur. Ah fir, ah fir, death’s the end of all. 

Rom Spakeft thou of IeeUet thorn is it with her? 

Doth not fhcc thinkeme an old murtherer. 

Now I haue ftayndthe child -hood of our toy. 

With blood remoued, but little from her owne ? 

Where is fhee ? and how doth {hce ? and what fayes 
Mv conceald Lady to our canceld loue ? 

Nur. Oh, fhee fayes nothing, fir, but weeps and weeps. 
And now fals on her bed, and then ftarts vp, 

And Tibult calls, and then oaR^meo cryes. 

And then downe falls againc. - 

Rom. As if that name fhot from the deadly lcuell of a gun. 
Did murther her, as that names curfcd hand 
Murdred her kinfman. Oh tell me Frier, tell me. 

In what vile part of this Anatomic 

Doth my name lodge? Tell me, that I may lackc 
The hatefull manfion. 

Trio Hold thy defperate hand : 

Art thou a man ? thy forme cryes out thou art t 
Thy tcares are womanifti, thy wild a &s denote 
The vnreafonable -furic of a beaft : 

Vnfcemely woman in a feeming man. 

And ill befeeming bead in feeming both. 

Thou haft amaz d me. By my holy Order, 

I though: thy difpofition better temperd. 

Haft thou flaincT^/f ■? wilt thou flay thy felfe ? 



And 
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AntJ flay thy Lady, that in thy life lyes. 

By doing damned hate vpon thy feJfc ? 

Why raylclt thou on thy birth ? the hcatien and earth } 
Since birth, and heauen and earth, all three doc meet 
In thee at once, which thou at once wouldft loofe. 

Fie, fie, thou fhameft thy fhape, thy loue, thy wit. 
Which like aVfurer abounditin all ; 

And vfeft none in that true vfe indeed, 

Which fhould be deckc thy fhape, thy loue, thy wit: 
Thy noble fhape is but a forme of waxe, 

Difgrcfling from the valour of a man. 

Thy deareloue fworne, but hollow periurie, 

Killing that loue which thou haft vowd to cherifh. 
Thy wit, that ornament, to fhape and loue, 
Miffe*fhapen in the condutft of them both: 

Like powder in a skill-leffe Souldiers flaske. 

Is fet a fire by thine owne ignorance, 

And thou dilmembred with thine owne defence. 
What, rowfe thee man, thy Iuliet is aliue. 

For whofe deare fake thou waft but lately dead. 

There art thou happy fTibalt would kill thee. 

But thou fleweft Tibalt , there art thou happy. 

The Law that threatned death becomes thy friend, 
And turnes it to exile,therc art thou happie. 

A packe of bleflings lights vpon thy backe, 
Happinefle courts thee in her beft array, 

But like a misbehau’d and fullen Wench, 

Thou powts vpon thy fortune and thy loue : 

Take heed, take heed, for fuch dye miferable, 
Goeget thee to thy Loue as was decreed, 

Afcend her Chamber, hence and comfort her : 

But lookc thou ftay not till the watch be fet. 

For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, 

Where thou (halt Hue till we can find a time 
T o blaze your Marriage, reconcile your friends, 

Beg pardon ofthe Prince and call thee backe. 

With twentie hundred thoufand times more ioy 



Then 



ef Romeo and Inliei. 

Then thou wentft forth in lamentation. 

Goe before Nurfe , commend me to thy Lady, 

An( j bid her haften all the houfc to bed. 

Which heauie forrow makes them apt Vnto, 
jfojwffliscoroming, 

Ttyr. O Lord, I could haue ftayd here all the night. 

To heare good counfell, oh what Learaing is : . 

My Lord, lie tell my Lady you will come. 

Ro. Doe fo, and bid my Sweet prepare to chide, 

Nur. Here fir, a Ring ftie bids me giue you fir : 

Hie you.make harte, for it growes very late. 

Ro. How well my comfort is reuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Goe hence, goodnight, and here ftands all your Rate t- 
Either be gone before the watch be let, 

Or by the breake of day difguis’d from hence, 

Soioume in tMantna, lie find out your man. 

And he fball fignific from time to time, 

Euery good hap to you, that chances here : 

Giueme thy hand, ’tis late, farewell, goodnight. 

Ro. But that a ioy p3ft ioy calls out on me, 

It were a griefe, fo buefc to part with thee': 

Farewell. 

Exeunt, 

Enter old Capuiet, bis fftfe and Paris. 

Ca. Things haue falne out fir fo vnlnckily. 

That we haue had no time to moue our daughter, 

Looke you, flic lou’d her Kinfman7/£<*/: dearely. 

And fo did I. Well we were borne to dye. 

’Tis very late, fhec’l not come downe to night : 

I promife you, but for your company, 

I would haue becne a bed an houre agoe. 

Pdtt'/.Thefc times ofwo,affoord no times to woe: 

Madam goodnight, commend me to your daughter. 

La. 1 will, and know her mind early to morrow. 

To night The is mewed vp to her heauinefte. 

Ca. Sir Paris, I will make 3 defperate tender 
Of my childcs loue; I thinkc fine will be rulde. 
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In all rcfpe£ts by me: nay more, Idoubtit not. 

Wife, goe you to her cte you goe to bed. 

Acquaint her here of my fonne Paris loue r 
And bid her, marke you me, on Wendfday next. 

But foft, what day is this ? 

Paris. Monday, my Lord. 

Ca. Monday, ha, ha, 'well wendfday is too foone, 

A thurfday let it be, a thurfday tell her, 

Shee fhall be married to this noble Earle : 

Will you be ready ? doe you like this hafte ? 

Weele keepe no great adoe, a friend or two. 

For harke you, Tibalt being flaine fo late, 

It may be thought we held him carelefly. 

Being our kinfman, ifwe reufllmuch : 

Therefore vvecle haue fome halfc a dozen friends, 

And there an end, but what fay you to Thurfday ? 

Paris.Vi'j Lord, I would that thurfday yvereto morrow, 
Capu. Well, get you gone, a Thurfday, be it then : 

Goe you to Juliet ere you goe to bed, 

Prepare her, wife,againft this wedding day. 

Farewell, my Lord, light to my chamber, ho. 

Afore me, it is fo very late, that wc may call it early by and by, 
Goodnight. 



Eater Romeo and Iuliet aloft, 
lu. Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet r.carc day : 
It was the Nightingale, and not the Larke, 

That pierft the fearefull hollow of thine eare. 
Nightly fhee lings on yond Pomgranet tree, 
Beleeuemeloue,it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Herald of the morne, 
No Nightingale; looke loue what enuious ftreakes 
Doe lacc the feueriog clouds in yonder Eaft : 
Nights candles are burnt out, and iocend day 
Stands tip-toe on the miftie Mountaynes tops, 

I muff be gone and line, or ftay and die. 

lu. Yond light is not day light, I know it I : 



Exeunt. 



$f Romeo and luliet. 

Tr U fome Meteor that the Sunnc exhales, 
be to thee this night a Torch-bearer. 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua. 

Therefore ftay yet, thou needft not to be gone. 

L Lee me be tane, let me be put to death, 

I am conrent,fo thou wilt haue it fo. 

He fav you gray is nor the mornings eye, 

Tis but the pale reflexe of Cmtbm brow. 

Nor that is not the Larke whofe notes < doc beate 
The yaulty heauen fo high aboue our heads, 

I haue more care to (lay then will to goe : 

Come death and welcome, Juliet wils tt lo. 

How ift my foule, lets talke.it is not day. 

lu. It is, it is, hie hence be gene away : 

It is the Larke that lings fo out of tune, 

Straynmg harfh D.fcords, and ynpleafing Sharpes. 

Some fay the Larkemakes fweetDiuihen. 

This doth not fotfor (be deuideth vs. 

Some fay the Larke and lothed Toad change eyes , 

O now I would they had chang'd voyces too : 

Since arme from arme that voyce doth vs affray, 

Hunting thee hence, with Huntfup to the day, 

0 now be o one, more light and light it growes. 

Romeo. Morclight and light, more darkcand darke 

our woes. 

Entet Madame 4#«Nunc« 

J\7»r. Madam. 
lu. Nurfe. 

Nur. Your Lady Mother is commingto your chamber. 
The day is broke, be wary , looke about. 

lu. Then window let day in.and let life out. 

Ro. Farewell,farewell,one kifle and lie delcend. 
lu. Art thou gone fo Loue,Lotd,ay husband, friend, 

1 mud hearc from thee euery day in the houic, 

For in a minute there are many daves, 

O by this count I fhall be much in yeares. 

Ere I againe behold my Romeo. 

H 









M 






10 



20 



30 



40 



50 



60 



70 



80 



90 



100 



110 



120 130 140 150 160 170 180 190 200 210 220 230 240 250 260 



270 



280 290 300 






■ The mjl Lam tntable T ragedie ' 

Ro. Farewell. 

I will omit no oportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings loue to thee. 

Iu. O thinkert thou we fhall euer meete againe ? 

Ro. I doubt it not, and all thefe woes fhall feruc 
For fwcet difcourfes in our time to come. 

Iu. O God I haue an ill diuining foule, 

Me thinkes I fee thee now, thou art fo lowe, 

As one dead in the bottome of a Tombe, 

Either my eye-fight failes, or thou looked pale. 

7 l«m. And trull me loue, in my eye fo doe you: 

Dry forrow drinkes our bloud. Aduc, adue. 

Exit. 

Iu. O Fortune, Fortune, all men call thee fickle. 

If thou art fickle, what doll thou with him 
That is renowned for faith? be fickle Fortune : 

For then I hope thou wilt not kcepc him long, 

Butfi^nd himbacke. 

Enter tJMother. 

La. Ho daughter, are you vp? 

Iu. Who id that cals? it is my Lady Mother. 

Is /he not downe fo late or vp fo early ? 

What vnaccudom’d caufe procures her hether ? 

La. Why, how now Juliet. 

Iu. Madam, I am not well. 

La. Euermore weeping for your Cozins death ? 

What wilt thou wafh him from his graue with teares ? 
And if thou could’ll, thou could’ft net make him Hue : 
Therefore haue done, fome griefefhewesmuch of loue. 

But much of griefe,fhewcs Hill fome want of wit. 

Iu. Yet let me weepe, for fuch a feeling Ioffe, 

La. So (hall you feelc the Ioffe, but not the friend 
Which you weepe for. 

Iu. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufe but euer weepe the friend. 

La. Well Girle.thou weep’fl not fo much for his death, 

As that the Villaine Hues which flaughtered him. 

Ih> 




of Romeo and luliet. 

Iu. What Villaine Madam? 

la. That fame Villaine Romeo. 

Iu. Villaine, and he be many miles a funder s 
God pardon him, I doe with all my heart j 
And yet no man like he, doth grieue my heart. 

La. That is bccaufe the Tray tor Hues. 

Iu. I Madam, from the reach of thefe my hands : 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

La. We will haue vengeance for it, feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more, lie fend to one in Mantua t 
Where that famebanifht Runnagatedothliuc, 

Shall giue him fuch an accudom’d dram, 

That he fhall foone kcepc Tibalt companies 
And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 

Iu. Indeed I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With ‘Rfimec, till I behold him. Dead 
Is my poore heart, fo for a Kinfman vexts 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To beare a poyfon, I would temper it : 

That Remtt fhould vpon rcccit thereof, 

Soone fleepe in quier. O how my heart abhors 
Toheare him nam’d and cannot come to him. 

To wreake the loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath (laughtere dhim. 

Me. Find thou the meanes, and ile find fuch a man* 
But now ile tell thee ioyfull tiding Girle. 

Iu. And ioy comes well in fuch a needy time. 
What are they, I befcech your Ladifhip ? 

Mo. Well, well, thou had a ca refull father childe. 
One who to put thee from thy heauineffe. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou expc&s not, nor I lookt not for. 

Iu. Madam in happie time, what day is that ? 

Ulfo.Marriemy childe, early ncxtThutfdaymorne. 

) The gallant, yong, and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countie Paris at Saint PcfmChurch, 

Shall happly make thee there aioyfull Bride* 

H a 
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lu. Now by Saint Peters Church, and Peter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride. 

I wonder at this haft, that I muft wed 

Ere he that fhould be husband cotnei to woo.* 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

I will not marry yet, and when I doe, I fwearc 
It fhall be Romeo, whom you know I hate 
Rather then Paris, thefe are newes indeed. 

Mtr . Here comes your father, tell him fo your lelfe?: 
And lee how he will take it at your hand*. 

Enter Capulct and Nurfe. 

C a. When the Stm lets, the Ayte doth drlfle deaw. 
But for the.sun.fctof my Brothers fonne. 

It ratnes downe right. 

How now a Conduit Girle, what ftill in teares. 
Eucrmorc fhowting : In one li ttle body ? 

Thou counterfeits, a Barke, a Sea, a Wind : 

For ftill thy eyes, which I may call the Sea, 

Doe tbbe and flow with teares, the Barke thy body iss 
Sayling in this fait floud,the windes thy fighes. 

Who raging With thy teares and they with them. 
Without a hidden calme will outr fet 
Thy tempeft toff d body. How now w ife, 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

La llir, but fire will none, flic giucs you thankes. 

I would the Foole weiemarryed toherGrsue. 

Ca. Soft take me with you, take me with you Wife, 
How will fhe none? doth fhe not giuevs thankes? 

Is (be nor proud ? doth fhe not count herbleft, 

(Vn worthy as fhe is) that we haue wrought 
So worthy a Gentleman to be her Bridegroome ? 

Ju. Not proud, you haue. but thankfull that you haue; 
Proud can I ncuer be of what 1 hate, 

Bu - thankfull euenfor hate, that is meant loue. 

Ca.How now, ho w now,chopt lodgick,what is this? 
V ud and I thanke you, and I thanke you not. 

And yet not proud ; Miftri.s minion you ? 

Thanke me bo thanki»gs,nor proud me no proud*, 



Hue 



ef Romeo and Iuliet . 

nut fettle your fine Ioy nts gainft Thurfday ne«, 
R'L with 'Parts to Saint ^^ Church, 

J° f will d races thee on a hurdle thither. 

Out you green! fickneffe carrion, out you baggage, 

Y L4?De W fie, C what are you madde? 

/*fc Good Father, 1 befeech you on my knees, 
Heare me with patience, but to fpeakea word. 

fa. Hang thee yong baggage, difobedient wretch, 

I tell thee what, get thee to Church a Thurfday, 

Or ncuer after lookc me in the face. 

Speakenot, rcpl.e not, doe not anfwere mee. 

M P y fingers itch, wife wee fcarce thought vs blcft. 
That God had lent vs but this onely child. 

But now I fee this one is one too much. 

And that wee haue a curfe in haumg her; 

Out on her hilding. 

JSTnr. God in hcaticn bleflc her: 

You are to blame my Lord to rate her fo, 

fa. And why my Lady wildome.hold your tongue. 
Good Prudence, fmatter with your goffipS, goe, 

JTur. I fpcake no treafon, 
fa. OGodigeden, 

Nnr,. May not one fpeakc? 

Fa. Peaceyou mumbling foole, 

Vtter your grauitie ore a Gofiip* bowle. 

For here wee need it not. 

IV*. You are toohot. 

fa. Gods bread, it makes mee madde. 

Day, night, houre, tide, time, worke, play. 

Alone, in cempanie, ftill my care hath bin 

To haue her m: tcht, and hauing now prouided 
A Gentleman of nr bl parentage, 

Of faire demeanes. youthfull anft nobly allied, 

S tuft (as they fay) with honourable parts. 

Proportioned as ones thought would wifh a man, 

Aad then to haue a wretched pulu g Toole, 
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A whining marnmcc, in her fortunes tender. 

To anfwere, ilc r.ot wed, I cannot louc; 

I am too young, I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ilc pardon you* 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with mce; 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduife, 

And you be mine, ilc giue you to my friend. 

And you be not, bang, beggc,ftaruc,dye in the Greets, 

For by my foule, ilc nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine (hall euer doe thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile notbeforfworne. Exit 

Itiliet. Is there no pittie fitting in the doudes. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefc? 

O fweet my Mother caft me not away. 

Delay this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument where Ttbalc lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpcake a word. 

Doe as thou wiltfor I haue done with thee. Exit, 

luliet, O God. OTgurft, how fhall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in heauen. 

How fhall that faith returne againe to earth, 

Vnlcfle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen ltipuld practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubie<ft as my felfe. 

What faift thou, haft thou not a word ofioy? 

Some comfort Nurfe, (nothing, 

Ttyr. Faith here it is, 'Rpmeo is banifhed,and all the world to 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs mu ft be my fteahh: 

Then fince the cafe fo ftands as now it doth, 

I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 

O bees a louely Gentleman: 

Romeos a difhclout to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quicke, fo faite an eye 



of Romeo and Juliet, 

As ^ 4 whath,beflirow my very heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft, or if it did nor, 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe ofhim. 

1h. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

Ujtr. And from my foule too, or elfc befhrew them both. 

Ih. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

1m. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 

Goe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafde my Father, to Lmorence Cell, 

To make confeffion, and to be abfolu’d. 

Nur. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. Exit. 

lu. Auncient damnation, O mod wicked fiend, 

Is it more finne to wi/h me thus forfworne, 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which (he hath praifde him with aboue compare, 

So many thoufand times? Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth ftiall be twaine: 

Ile to the Frier to know his remedie, 

Ifallelfefaile,my felfe hauepower to die. Exit « 

Enter Frier and Count te Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is yery fhort. 

Px. My father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte, 

Fri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneucn is the courfe, I like it not. 

P a. Immoderately fhe wcepes for Ttbalts death, 

And therefore haue 1 little talke of loue. 

For V tntu fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir, her father counts it dangerous 
That fhe doth giue her forrow fo much {way: 

And in his wifedomc hafts our marriage. 

To floppe the inundation of her teares. 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone, 

May be put from her by focietie. 
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Kow doe you blow the realon of this hitfe? 

pri. I would I knew not why it fhould be flowed* 

Lookc lu here comes the Lady towaids nij Ceil. 

Enter, luliet. 

p.,r. Happily met my Lady and my wife. 

If. That may be fir, when I may be 3 wife. 

Pa. That may be muft be loue,on Thurfdaynext. 

Ju. What muft be, fliall be. 
pi i, Thats a certaync text. 

Par. Come you to make confcflion to this Father? 

]u. To ani'were that, I fhould confide to you. 

*pa. Doc not denie to him, that you louc me. 
lit. I will conftfl'e to you that I h>ue him. 

*Par. So will ye, I am lure that you loue me. 

In. If I doc to, it will bee of more price. 

Being fpoke behind your backe, then to your face. 

'Par. Poore foule thy face is much abuld with teares, 

I it. The teares haue got ftnall vi&orie by that, 

For it was bad enough before their Ip'ght. 

Pa. Thouwrongrt it more then tcaies with that report, * 
lft. That is flander fit, which is a truth. 

And what I fpake, I fpake it to my face. 

Pa. Thy face is mine, and thou hah fbundredit. 

I tt. It may be fo,for it is not mine ownc. 

Are you at leafure, holy Father now, 

Oi fhall I come to you at Eu ning . Mafic ? 

Fri. My leifurefcrues me, penfiue Daughter now, 

My Lord we muft intreate the time alone* 

Pa. Godfhteld, 1 fhould dilfutbe deuotioD, 
luliet ,on Thurlday early will I rowfe yee. 

Till then adue,snd keepc this holy kifle. Exit. 

lit. O fh it the d ore, 3nd when thou haft done fo, 
Come weepe with me, pafi hope, pall care, paft hclpc. 

Fri. O luliet I already know thy griefe, 

I: ftrames me pad the compafle of my wits, 

I heare thou mull, and nothing may prorogue it, 

On Thurfday next be married to this Countie. 
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6 f Romeo and luliet. 

Tell me not Trier that thou heareft of this, 
Vnlcffe thou tell nte how I may ptcuent it: 

Tnn thy wifdome thou canft giue no helpe. 

Doe thou but call my refolution wife, 

And with this K'hfe, lie helpe it prefently, 

God ioynd my heart, and Romeo ,, thou our hands 
And ere this hand by thee to Romeos feald : 

Shall be the Labell to another deed, 

Or mv true heart with trecherous reuolt, 

Turne to another, this fhall flay them both-. 

Therefore out of thy long experieb It time, 

G.ue me fome prefent counfell, orbehold 
Twixt my extremes and me, this bloudy Knife 
Shall play the Vmpire, arbitrating that 
Which thccommiffidnofthyyearcsand art* 

Could to no iflue of true honour bring t 

Benotfolong tofpeake, llongtodye. 

If what thou lpeak’ll, fpeake not of rcmedie. 

Fri. Hold daughter, I doe fpy a kind of nope, 
Which craues as desperate an execution. 

As that is defperate which we would prenent. 

If rather then to marjie Countic Parts 
Thcu haft the ftrength of will to flay thy lelfc. 

Then is it likely thou wilt vndertake 
A thing like death ro chide away this lhame. 

That coop’fl with death himfclfe, toleape trom ito 
And if thou darelt. He giue thee remedie. 

Iff. Oh bid me leape, rather then marry Pans , 

From of the battlement* of any Tower, 

Or walke in theeuifh wayes,or bidmclurke 
Where Serpents are : chainc me with roring Scares 
Or hide me n : ghtly in a Charnell houfe, 

Ore couered quite with dead mens ratling boncs f 
With reekic fhankes and yellow cbapleflfc foils : 

Or bid me goe into a new made graue, 

And hide me with a dead man in his (hroud. 

Things that to hcaie them told,hauc made me tremble. 
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And T will doe it without fearc or doubt, 

To hue an vnAayn’d wife to my fwect Loue. 

tri. Hold then, goe home, be metric, giuc conicnt. 
To marrie Farit : wenfday is tomorrow. 

To morrow night looke that thou lye alone. 

Let not thy Nurfe lye with thee in thy Chamber : 

Take thou this Violl being then in bed, 

A id this di: titling liquor drinke thou off, 

When prefently through all thy veines (ball runne, 

A cold and drowfie humour: for no pulft 
Shall keepe his natiue progreflfe but l'urceafe 
No warmth, no breath A>. 11 irftifie thou liutft. 

The Roles in thy lips and eheckes ftull fade 
T "0 paly afhr s, the eyes windows s fall.: 

Like death when he Aiuts vp the day of life 
Each pan dtpriu’d of hippie gouernmenr. 

Shall ftiffe and Rai ke, and cold appearc like death, 

.And >n this borrowed likeneffe of fhrunke death 
Thou Anlt continue two and tome. homes. 

And then awake as from a plealant Aeepe, 

Now when the Bndegroomcin the morning comes, 
To rowie thee fiom thy bed. thcrearc thou dead : 
Then as the manner of our Countrry is, * 

In thy beft Robes vneouerd on tneBecre, 

B: borne to huriall in rl.y K'r dicds grauc;. 

1 hou fhalt be borne to that fame ancient vault, 
Wheieall the Kindred of the Capuletj\ye , 

In the meane timeagainA thou (halt awake. 

Shall Romeo by my Letters know our drift. 

And hither fhall he come, and he and I 
Will wa ch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Rome bczxc thee hence to tJMantua.. 

And this fhall free thee from this prefent Aiame, 

If no inconftant ioy nor womanifh fe are. 

Abate thy valour in the a&ing it. 

I*. Giueme,giue me.Otdl mcnot of feare. 
i ft. Hold get you gone, be Arcing and proiperou* 



of Romeo and JuVtti. 

In th'<s re (blue, ile fend a Frier with fpeed 
To M* n,ui w ‘ l h m y to thy Lord. 

/# Loue giue me ftrengch, and Arcngrh fhall helpe afford: 
Farewell deare Father. Exeunt. 

Enter F Other Cspulet, Mother, Nurfe, andScr- 
uingmen , two or three, 
f'a. So many guefts inuite as here are writ, 

$i rr ah, goe hire me twentie cunn mg Co< kt s. 

Str. You fhall haue none ill fir , for lie try if they can licke 

their fingers. # 

C*. How canA thou try them fo? 

Str. Marriefir , ’tisan ill Cookethar cannot lickehisowne 
fingers: therefore he that cannot licke his fingers goesnot wnh 

OK. 

(ft, Goe be gone, we Aiall be much vnfurr.ifiit for this time: 
yvbat is mV daughter gone to Frier Later tnct ? 

Nur. I forfooth. 

Ca. Well he may chance to doe fome good on her, 

A peeui fii ielfe-will’d Harlotry it is. 

E»/er Iulict. 

$Jur. See where Aie comes from Airift with merrie looke. 
pa. How now my head-firong, where haue you beenc gad- 
ding ? 

lu. Where I haue learnt to repent the fin 
Of difobcdient oppofi> ion. 

To you and your behefis, and am enioyn'd 
Bv holy L«wrtnce t to fall proHrate here. 

To begge your pai don, pardon 1 bcfcechyou, 

Henceforward 1 am euer ruld by you, 

(ft. Send for the Coumie, goe tell him of this, 
lie haue this knot knit vp to morrow morning. 

Iu. I met the youthfull Lord at Lawrence Cell, 

And gane him whacbccommed loue I might, 

Not fli pping ore ti e bounds of modefi-c. 

Ca. Why I am glad on’t, this is well, ftand vp, 

This is as’t Aiould be, let me fee the County : 

I naarr.e, goe I liy, and Ucch him hither. 
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7 he meft Lament Able Tragedie 

Now afore God, this reuerend holy Frier, 

All our whole Citie is much bound to.him; 

In. Nurfe, will you goe with me into my Clofet 
To helpe me fort fuch needful! ornaments. 

As you thinke fit to furnifh me to morrow ? 

Mo. No not till Thurfday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Go Nurfe, goc with her, wcele to Church to morrow. 

Mo, We (hall be fhort in our prouifion, 

’Tis now neare night. 

Fa. Tufh, I will ftirre about. 

And all things fhall be well, I warrant thee wife ; 

G oe thou to Juliet, helpe to deck vp her. 

Tie not to bed to night, let me alone: 

He play the hufwife for this once, what ho?^ 

They arc all forth, well I will walke my felfc 
To Countie Paris, to prepare vp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fb reclaim’d. 

Exeunt,. 

Enter Iuliet and Nurfe. 

In. I’thofe attyres are beft, but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leaue me to thy fclfe to night : 

For I haue need of many Orifons, 

To moue the Heauens to fmilc vpon my fta'tc. 

Which well thou knoweft, is crofle and full of finne.. 

Enter Mother, 

Mo. What arc you bufie ho? need you my helpe ? 

In. No Madam, we haue culd fuch neceffaries 
As arc behoofefull for our (late to morrow : 

So pleafe you, let me now be lefc alone, 

And let the Nurfe this night fit vp with you. 

For I am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

In this fo fudden bufinefie. 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and reft, for tbou haft need. 

Sxenut. 

r I I*, 
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ef Rome? And Juliet . 

Farewell God knowes when we fhall meete againe, 
. **• * faint cold fearc thrills through my yeincs, 

That almoft freezes vp the heatc of life: 

Tie call them backe *& iac to < oro ‘ ort me * 

\ 1uY r g what fliould fhee doc here? 

My diltnall Sceane I needs muftadl alone. 

rime Viall, what if this mixture doe not worke at all? 

chall 1 be married then to morrow morning? 

No no, this fhall lorbid it lie thou there, 

Wh« if it be a poy fon which the Fr ert 
Subtilly bath miniftred, to haue me dead, 

Teaft in this marriage he fttould be difhpnourd, 

Becaufe he married me before to 
I feare it is, and yet me thinks it fbould not. 

For he hath ft ilLbeene tried a holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to tedeeme me, there, a fearefull point; 

Shall I not then be ftiffled in the Vault? 

To whofe foulc mouth no healthfomc syre breaths in, 

And there die ftrangled ere my Romeo comes. 

Or if 1 liue, is it not very like. 

The horrible conceit of death and right. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in a Vault, an ancient recep tacle. 

Where for thefe many hundred yecres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunccflors are packt. 

Where bloody Tthab yet but greene in earth, 
Liesfeftringin his fhrowd, where as they lay, 

At fome houres in the night, Ipirits rclort: 

Alacke, alacke.isit nothkethat I 

So early waking, what with loathfome Imels, 

And (hrikes like mandrakes torne out ofthe earth* 

That liuing mortalls hearing them tunne road. 

Or if 1 wake, (half l not be diflraught, 

(Inuironeo with all thefehidious feares.) 

And madly play with my forefathers ioynesf 

I 1 







The mojl Lamentable T rage die 

And plucke the mangled Tsbalt from hn ftirowde. 

And in this rage, wuh tome great kmfmans bone. . , ' 

A* with a club dafli out my defperate braines. 

O ooke, me thinks 1 fee ny Cozins Ghoft, 

Seeking out Romeo lY.tt did fpithis body 

Vp' n a Rapi r* point: flay Ttbalt (lav; „ •, 

Romeo, Remeo, Romeo, heres drinke, I drinke to thee. 

Enter Lady of the houfe duel T'fjsrfe, 

La. Hold, take thefe keyes, and fetch more fpices Nurfe, 
Nur. They call for Dates and Quinces in the Paftric. 
£«/er»WCapulet. 

Ca. Come, ftir, rtir, ftir, the fecond Cocke hath crowed 

The Curphew Bell hath roung, tis three a docket 
Looke to the bakte meates, good tAngelua t 
Spare not forcoft. 

Nur. Goeyou Cot-queane, goe, 

Get you to bed, faith youle be ficke to morrow 
For this nights watching. 

Ca. No not a whit, what? I haue watcht ere now 
All night forleffe caufe, and nerebeenc ficke. 

La. I you haue bin a moufe-bunt in your time. 

But I will watch you from fuch watching now. 

Exit Lady WNurfe. 

Ca. A iealous hood, a ieatous hood now fellow.what is there? 

E " ter three or fomre with frits and logs and baskets. 

Eel. Thmgsfor theCooke fir.bnt I kiow not whar. 

Ca. Make hafte.make hafte fir rah, fetch drier Logs. 

Call ‘Peter, he will fhe w thee where they are. 

Eel. I haue a head fir, that will find out Logs, 

And neuer tro ublePeter for the matter. 

Ca. Mafic an d well faid, a merrie horlbn, ha. 

Thou (halt be Loggerhead; good faith tis day. 

Play M aft eke. 

The Co untie w ill behere with muficke ftraighc, 

F or fo he fai d he would, I heare him neerc. 

Nurfe, wife, what ho . whar Nurfe I fay? 

Ew/er Nuilc. 

Coe waken Juliet, got an^ trim her vp, He 




of Romeo and Juliet . 

jj e goe and chat wi.h *Paris, hie, make bade, 

Make hafte, the Bridegroomc, he is come alreadie, make hade 
1 lay. 

flur. Miftris.what Miftris,/w/*>f, faft I warrant her fhe, 
\Vhv Lambe, why Ladie,fie youfluggabed, 

Why Loue I fay, Madam, fweet heart, why Bride : 

What not a word, you take your penni worths now, 

Sleepe for a weeke, for the next night I warrant 
The Countie Paris hath fet vp his reft, 

That you (ball reft but little, God forgiue me. 

Marrie and Amen : ho w found is ftie a fleepe : 

J muft needs wake her : Madam, Madam, Madam, 

I, let the Cou itie take you in your bed, 

Heele fright you vpyfaith, will it not be? 

Whatdreft, and in your clothes, anddowneagaioe? 

Insuft needs wake you, Lady, Lady, Lady. 

Alas, alas, helpe, hclpe, my Ladie’s dead. 

Oh weladay, that euer I was borne, 

Some jitjua-Vita ho, my Lord, my Lady. 

C Mo. What noy fe is hcerc ? 

Nur. O lamentable day. 

Mo. What is the matter ? 

Nur. Looke, looke, oh heauie day. 

Mo. O me, O me , my child, my onely life • 

Reuiue. looke vp, or I wilt dye wuh thee : 

Hdpe, hclpe, call helpe. 

Enter Father. 

Fa. For (harne bring lstlset forth, her Lord i* come. 

Nur. She s deadideceaft, (lie’s dead, alacke the day. 

Mo. A lack the day.fhe’s dead.ftie’s dead,(he s dead.. 

Fa Hah. let me fee her, out alas (lie’s cold, 

Herbloud is ft tied and her ioynts are ftiffe : 

Life and thefe lips haue long becne (eparated, 

Death lyes on her like an vntimcly froft 
jV pon the fweeteft flower of all the field. 

Nur. < ) lamentable day. 

Mo. O wolulltime. 









The mofi Lament ahleTragedie 

Fa. Death that hath tane her Hence to make me waile. 
Tyes vp my tongue and will not let me fpcake. 

Enter Frier and the Couvtie, » ith the Hfufuaut. 

Fri. Come, is the Bride readie to goe to Church ? 

Fa . Ready to goe, but ncuer to returne. 

O fonne, the night before tby wedding day, 

Hath death laine with thy wife, thc.efhelyes. 

Flower as fhe was, deflowred by him, 

Death is my fonne in law, death is my beire, 

My daughter he hath wedded. I will dye. 

And leauc him al],life, liuing, all is deaths. 

Farit. Haue I thought long to fee this mornings face, 
And doth it giuc me fuch a fight as this? 

Mo. Accurft, vnhappy, wretched hatefull day, 

Moll miferable houre that ere time faw 
In lading labour of his Pilgrimage, 

Bur one poore one, one,poore and louing childe. 

But one thing to reioyceand iolace in, 

And cruell death hath catchc it from my fight. 

Nur . O wo, O wofull, wofull , wot ull day* 

Mod lamentable day, moll wofull day. 

That euer, euer, I did yet behold, 

O day, O day, O day, O hatefull day, 

Neucr was feene fo blacke a day as this, 

O wofull day, O wofull day. 

Paris. Beguild,diuorced,wronged,rpighted, (laine. 
Mod deteflable death, by thee beguild. 

By cruell, cruell thee, quite ouerthrowne, 

O loue, O life, not life, but loue in death. 

Far. Dcfpifde,diftreffedi hated, martyrd, kild, 
Vncomfortable time, why camd thou now* 
Tomurrher, mutther our <blemnitie ? 

O child, O child, my feuleandnot my child* 

Dead art thou, alacke my child is dead, 

And with my child my ioyes are buried. 

■Fri. Peace ho for fhame, conditions , care Hues not 
In theie conditions, Hcauen and your lelic 



tf Romeo and Juliet. 

, 4tt - in this faire Maid, now Heauen hath *11, 
id all the better is it for the Maid : 

0" ur par. in h=r,you could nor k'cp.from dca.h, 

’ ° K ,n keepcs bis par. in cttrnall hfe : 

£“* m «d vou fought was her promotion, 

Fof’twas your Heauen (he fliould be aduanft, 
and weepeye now, feeing (he is aduanft 
jSoue the Cloudes, as high as Heauen rt felfe. 

0 in this loue, you loue your child fo ill. 

That you run mad, feeing that (he is well . 

Che’s not well marryed, that hues marryed long, 

Lt ftie’s beft marryed, that dyes marryed yong. 

Dry vp your teares, and fticke your Rofemarie 
On this faire Coarfe, and as the cuftome is, 
Andinherbeft array beare her to Church s 
For though fome nature bids vs all Iatnenr, 

Yet Natures teares are Reafons merriment. 

Fa. All things that we ordair.ed Fcftiuall, 

Turne from their office to blacke Funerall s 
Our Inftruments to melancholy Bel*, 

Our wedding cheare to a fad buriall Feaft : 
nur folemne Hymnes to fullen Dyrges change : 

Our Bridall flowers feruc for a buried Coarfe : 

And all things change them to thecontrarie. 

Fri. Sir goe you in ; and Madam, goe with him. 
And goe fir Paris euery one prepare 
To follow this faire Coarfe vnto her graue : 

The Heauens doe lowre vpon you for feme ill : 

Moue them no more, by eroding their high will. 

Exeunt mantnt Mufici. 

Mufi, Faith we may put vp our pipes and be gone. 

Nur. Honed good-felloWes, ahputvp,putvp, 

For well you know, this is a pittifull cafe. 

Fid. I by my troth, the cafe may be amended. 

Exeunt omnet . 

Enter Peter. 

Fit. Mutitions,Oh Mufitions,hatts cafe, hart* cafe, 
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O, and you will haue me liue, play hearts eafe. 

Tidier Why hearts eafe? 

Veter. O M ufitions, becaufe my hart it felfe plaies , my ha^ 
is full of woe. 

0 play me ( ome merry dumpe to comfort me. 

Mmftre/s. Not a du p wc, tis no time to play now. 

Tv/. You will not then? 

Mm. N©. 

Pet I w 11 then giue it you foundly. 

Mm. V hat will you giue vs? 

Pet. No money on my faith, but the gleeke. 

1 will giue you the Minftrefl. 

<JMm. Then will T giue you the feruing creature. 

Pet. Then will I fay the feruing creac urea dagger on yout 
pate. I will carrie no Crochets, ile Re you, ilc Fa you 

doevou 'Oteme? 

Mm. And youRe vs, andFavs.you note vs,. 

a.cJW. Pray you put vp your dagger, and put out your wit. 

Veter. Then hauc at you with my wit. 

Iwill drie-beate you with an yron wit,& put vp my yron dagger. 
Anfwere me like men; 

When griping griefes the hart doth wound . then mufique,with 
her filuer found. 

Why filuer found , why muficke with her filuer found , what 
fay you Simon Catling? 

Mary fir, becaufe filuer hath a fweet found. 

Pet Pratee, what fay you Hugh Rebick? 
a ,m. I fay filuer found, becaufe Mufitions found for filuer.- 
<j> et. Pratee to, what fay you lames found poft? 
g ,M. Faith I k iow not what to fay. 

Vet, O I cry you mercy, you ai e the Singer. 

1 will fay for you; it is Muficke with her filuer founds 

Becaufe Mufitions haue no. Gold for founding: 

Then Muficke with her filuer found with fpeedy hclpe doth 
lendredrefle, 

Exiu 



of Romeo and Iultet. 

What a peftilent knaue is this fame? 
fli.i. Hang him Iackc, come wcelc inhere, tarrieforthe 
Mourners, andftay dinner. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo. 

Re. If I may truft the fl attering truth of fleepe, 

My dreames prefage fome ioyfull newes at hand, 

Mybefotncs Lord, fits lightly in his throneji 
And all this day an vnaccuftomd fpirit, 

Lifts me aboue the ground with cheereful! thoughts. 

I dreampt my Lady came and found me dead. 

Strange dreame that giues a dead man leaue to thinke, 

And breathd fuch life with kiffes in my lips. 

That I reuiude and was an Emperor. 

Ah me, how fweet is loue it felfe pofleft, 

When but loues (badowes arc fo rich in ioy. 

Enter Romeos «4»Balthazer. 

Newes from VereM, how now Balthazar} 

Doft thou not bring me Letters from the Frier} 

How doth my Lady, is my father well? 

How doth my Lady /#/i>/?that I aske againe. 

For nothing can be ill, if fhee be well. 

Man. Then fhe is well , and nothing can be ill 
Her body fleepes in Capels monument. 

And her immortall part with Angels Hues, 

I faw her laid low in her kindreds vault. 

And prefcntly tooke pofte to tell it you: 

0 pardon me for bringing thefe ill newes. 

Since you did leaue it for my office Sir. 

Re. Is it euen fo? then I denie you ftarres. 

Thouknowcft my lodging, get me inke and paper. 

And hire poft horfes, I will hence to night. • 

Man. I doe befeech you fir, haue patience: 

Yourlookes arc pale and wild, and doejimport 
Some mifaduenture. 

Re. Tufh thou art deceiu’d, 

Leaue me, and doe the thing I bid thee doe, 

K a Haft 
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H aft thou no Letters to me from the Frier ? 

Man. No my good Lord. 

Sxit 

Up. No matter, get thee gone, 

And hyre thofe Horfes, lie be with thee ftraighr. 
Well luliet, I will lye with thee to night : 

Lets fee for meanes, O mifehiefe thou art fwifr. 

To enter in the thoughts of defperate men: 

I doe remember an Appothecaric, 

And here abouts a dwels, which late I noted 
In tattred weeds, with ouer-whelming browes. 
Culling of Simples, meager were his lookes, 

Sharpe miferie had worne him to the bones t 
And in his needy (hop a Tortoys hung, 

An Allegater ftufc, and other skinnes 
Of ill fhap’t fifties, and about his (helues, 

A beg'gerly account of emptie boxes, 

Greene earthen pots, bladders and muftie feeds, 
Remnants of packtnred, and old Cakes of Rofes 
Were thinly fcattcred, to make vp a (hew. 

Noting this penury, to my felfc I faid, 

An if a man did need a poyfon now, 

Whofefale is prefent death in Mantua, 

Here Hues a Caitiffe wretch would fell it him. 

O this fame thought did but fore-run my need, 

And this fame needie man muft fell it me. 

As I remember, this fhould be the houfe. 

Being holy day, the Beggers (hop is (hut. 

What ho Apothecarie: 

tsfppo. Who cals folowd? 

Rem. Come hither man, 1 fee that thou art poorc. 
Hold, there is fortie Duckets, let me baue 
A dram of poyfon, fuch foone fpeeding geare. 

As will difpcrfc it felfe through all the veines. 

That the life-wearie-taker may fall dead. 

And that theTrunckemay bedifeharg’d of breath, 

As violently, as haftie powder fierd 



pf Romeo And luliet, 

, . tl# _. f rom the fatall Canon* wombe. 

Such mortall drugs I haue , but Mantuat lav* 
i ,‘k f a anv he that vtters them. 

15 t Ci \rt thou fo bare and full of wretchedneffe, 
if* rC ft to die, famine is in thy cheekes, 

*°jde and oppreffton ftaructh in thy eyes 
Contempt and beggere hangs vpon thy backe: 

Se world is not thy friend, nor the worlds law. 

It world affords no law to make thee rich; 

Thcnbe not poore, but breake tt and take thrs. 

S. Mypouerty,but not my will confcnts, 

There is thy Gold,worfe poyfon to mens fouls, 
Doine more munhers in this loathfome world, 
Thenfhefe poorc compounds that thou mar ft not fell, 
I fell thee poyfon, thou haft fold !?one. 

Farewell, buy foode, and get thy felfe in flelh. 

Come Cordiall and not poyfon goe with me 
To Mi'ts graue, for there muft I vfe thee. 

Enter Frwrlohn to Frier Lawrence. 

Ieh. Holy Franeifcan Frier, brother, ho. 

Enter Lawrence. 

Law. This fame (hould be the voice of Frier Iohn, 
Welcome from Mantua: what fayes Romeo} 

Or if his mind be writ, giue me his Letter. 

Ieh. Going to find a barefoote brother out, 

One of our order to alfociate me, 

Hete in this Citie vifiting the ficke 

And finding him, the Searchers of the towne, 

Sufpe&ing that we both were in a houle, 

Where the infeiftious peftilence did raigne. 

Scald vp the doorcs, and would not let vs forth. 

So that may fpeede to Mstntua there was ftaidc. 

K 3 



Law, 



150 160 170 180 190 



200 



210 220 230 240 250 260 270 280 290 300 






The moft Lament able Tragedie 

L<w>. Who bare my Letter then to Romeo ? 

Iohn. I colduotfjsid .it, here it is againe, 

Nor get a Meffenger to bring, it thee. 

So fearefuil were they of infection. 

L ive. Vnh <ppie foe tunc, by my Brother-hood, 

The Letter was natnicc, but full, of charge, 

Of deare import, and the negle&ing it, • 

May doe much danger : Fryer Iohn goe henc. 

Get me an Iron Crow and bring it ftraighc 
Vnto my Cell. 

Exit. 

Iohn Brother lie goe and bring it thee. 

Law. Now mufti to the Monument alone. 

Within this three houres will faire Mitt wake, 

Shee will bcfhrew me much that Borneo 
Hath had no notice of thefe accidents: 

But I will write againe to Mantua, 

And keepe her at my Cell till Romeo come, 

Poore liuing Coarfe, clos’d in a dead mans Tombe. 

Exit. 

Enter Paris and his Page. 

Tar. Giuemethy Torch Boy, hence and Band aloofe, 

Yet put it out, for I would not be feene : 

Vnder yond yoog trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thy eare clofe to the hollow ground, 

Sofhall no foot vpon the Churchyard tread. 

Being loefe.,tnfitme with digging yp of Graues, 

But thou (halt heare it, whittle then to me, 

As fignall that thou heareft fomething approch, 

Giue me thofe flowers, doe as I bid thee goe. 

Pag. I am almoft afraid to Band alone 
Here in the Churchyard , yet I will aduenture. 

Par. Sweet Flower with flowers thy Bridall bed I ftrew, 

O woe, thy Canapie is duft and ftones. 

Which with fwcet water nightly I will dew, 

•Or wanti: g that, with tcares diflil’d by moncs ; 

The Ob.equics.that I for thce will keepe, 

Nightly 
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tfiehtlv fhall be, to ftrew thy graiie and weepe. 

* * Whittle Bey. 

The Boy glues warning, fomething doth approch, 
VVhat curfed foot wanders this way to night. 

To croffe my Obfe quies and true Loues right ? 

What with a Torch? muffle me night a while. 

Enter Romeo and Balthazer his man. 

Re. Giue me the Mattock and the wrenching Iron. 
Hold take this letter, early in the morning 
See thou dcliuer it to my Lord and Father, 

Giue me the light; ypon thy life I charge thee. 

What ere thou heareft or feed, ftand all aloofe, 

And doe not interrupt me in my courfe. 

Why I defeend into this bed of death. 

Is partly to behold my Ladies face : 

But chiefly to take thence from her dead finger, 

A precious Ring : a Ring that I muft vfc, 

In dearc employment, therefore hence be gone : 

But if thou jealous doft rcturne to pry 
In what Ifarther (hall intend to doc, 

By Heauen I will teare thee ioynt by ioynt. 

And ftrew this hungry Churchyard with thy limmes : 
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And here is come to doe fome villanous fhame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him. 

Stop thy vnhallowcd toy\c , vile Adountague : 

Can vengeance be purfu’d further then death ? 
Condemned Villaine, I doe apprehend thee. 

Obey and goc with me, for thou rouft dye. 

Re. I muft indeed, and therefore came I hither. 
Good gentle youth, tempt not a defperate man, 

Flyc hence and leaue me, thinke vpon thefe gone. 

Let them affright thee. 1 befcech thee Youth, 

Put not another finne vpon my head. 

By vrging me to furie, O be gone, 

By Heauen I loue thee better then my felfe. 

For I come hither arm’d again (f my felfe : 

Stay not, be gone, hue, and hereafter fay, 

A mad mans mercie bid thee runne away* 

Par. I doe defic thy commiferation, 

And apprehend thee for a Fellon here. 

Ro. Wilt thou prouoke me? then haue at thee Boy. 
Page O, Lord, they fight, I will goe call the watch. 
Tar. O I am flaine, if thoubemercifull, 

Open theTombe, lay me with Juliet. 

Re. In faith I will, let me perufc this face,.’ 

C Mcrcutio's Kinfman, Noble Countie' Tarts, 

What faid my man, when my betoffed foulc 
Did not attend him as we rode? I thinke 
He told me T<*rwfhould haue marryed Juliet, 

Said he not fo ? or did I dreamc it fo ? 

Or am I mad, hearing him talke of Juliet, 

To thinke it was fo ? O giue me thy hand. 

One, writ with me in fowre misfortunes Booke. 
lie burie thee in a triumphant graue. 

AGrauc; Ono, A Lanthoriiejflaugbtred Youth: 

For here lyes Juliet, and her beautie makes 
This Vault a feafting.prcfence full of light. 

Death lye thou there by a dead roan interd. 

How oft when men arc at the point of death, 



. ,v,ev beene tnerrie? which their Keepers call 
lining before death ? Oh how may I 
r'lf L a Lightning? O my Lone, my Wife, 

S..h that hath ftekt the Honey of thy breath, 
u *Khad no power yet vpon thy beautie : 

2£u att not conquer'd, beauties enf.gne yet 
hCtimfonin thy lips, and in thy cheekes, 

Ind Deaths pale flag is not aduanced there, 
^j/flyeft thou there in thy bloudy fheet ? 

0 what more fauour can I doe to thee. 

Then with that hand that cut thy youth m twaine. 

To funder his that was thine enemie ? 

ForeiucrocCouzen. Ah dear c Juliet. 

Whv art thou yet fofaire? Iwillbeleeue, 

1 i beleeue, that vnfubftantiaH death is amorous? 
And that the leant abhorred Monftcr keepes 

nee here in darke to be his Paramour ? 

For fcare of that, 1 ftttl will flay with thee. 

And neuer from this palace of dimme night 
Denart againe: here, here will! remayne, 
WithWotmes that are thy Chsmberrosydes : O here 
Will I fet vp my eucrlaftmg reft : 

And (hake the yoke of inaufpicious fortes 
From this World-wearied fleflvye* ook re, fMil.8 • 
Armes take your laft embrace : And lips,0 you 
fi", esof breath.fesle with .righteous l.ffe 
A dateleffc bargaine to ingroffing deaths- 
Comcbitter conduft, come vnfauounc guide, 

Thou defperate Pilot, now at once run on 
The dafhingRockcs, thy Sea-ficke weary Barke . 
Here’s to mv Loue. O true Apothecary ; 



Enter Frier with Lanthorne, Crew audSfude. 

Tri. Saint Franchbe my fpecd, how oft to night 
Haae my old feet Humbled at gtaues? Who s there r 
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The mcft L mint Me 7 ragedit 

Balt. Heres one, a friend, and one that knowes you well. 
Fri. Bliffe be vpon you. Tell me good my friend 
What torch is yond that vainely lends his light 
To grubs and eyeleffe fcullcs, as I difeerne, 

It burnech in the Capels monument, 

Halt. It doth fo holy fir, and thcres my matter 
hue, 

Fri. Who is it? 

Balt. Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he bin there? 

Balt. Full halfe an houre. 

Fri. Goe with me to the Vault. 

Balt. I dare not Sir. 

My Matter knowes not but I am gone hence,. 

And fearefully did menace me with death, 

Ifl did flay to looke on his entents. 

Fri. Stay, then He goe alone ,feare comes vpon me. 

0 much I feare fomc ill vnluckie thing, 

Balt. As I did fleepe vnder this young tree here, 

1 dreatr.pt my mailer and another fought. 

And that my matter (lew him. 

Fri. Romto. 

Alacke,alacke, what bloud is this which flaincs 
The ftony entrance of this Sepulchre? 

What meane thefe maftcrleffe and goarie fwords 
To lie difcolour’d by this place of peace? 

Romeo, oh pale: who elfc, what Baris too? 

And tteept in bloud? ah what an vnkind houre 
Is guilts e of this lamentable chance? 

IThe Lady ttirs. 

luli. O comfortable Frier, where is my Lord? 

I doe remember well where I (hould be: 

And there I am, where is my Romeo} 

Fri . I heare fomenoyfc Lady, come from that nett 
Of death, contagion, and vnna turall fleepe; 

greater power then we can contradict 
Hath thwarted out intents, come, come away. 

Thy 
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. « Husband in thy bofome there lies dead: 
id Paris too, come iie difpofe of thee, 
ng a Sifter-hood of holy Nunncs: 

J - not to queftion,for the watch is comming, 

Cotne, goe good lu’.iet , 1 dare no longer ftay. 

Exttq 

luli. Goe get thee hence, for I will not a way, 
txrhics here? a cup clofii in my true loues hand? 

Son I fee hathbeene his omeletfe end: 

0 chutle, drinke all, and left no friendly drop. 

To helpe me after, I will Vifle thy lips, 

Happly fomc poyfon yet doth hang on them. 

To make me die with a reftoratiue. 

Thy lip* arewarme. 

Eater Boy and Watch. 

Watch. Leade boy, which way? 

luli. Yea noifer then ile bebriefe. O happy dagger. 

This is thy (heath, there ruft and let ir.c die. 

Boj. This is the place, there where the torch doth borne. 
Watch. The ground is bloody, fearch about the Churchyard. 
Goe fome of you, who ere you find, attach. 

Pitti full fight, here lies the Countie flaine, 

And Juliet bleeding, warme, and newly dead.- 
Who here hath lainc thefe two dayes buried, 

Goe tell the Prince, runne to the Capnhts. 

Raife vp the Montagues, fomc others fearch. 

We fee the ground whereon thefe woes doc lye, 

But the true ground of all thefe piteous woes, 

Wc cannot without circumftancc defery. 

Enter Romeos man. . r 

Watch. Heres Romeos man , we found him in the Churchyard. 
Chiefs Watch. Hold him in fafety, till the Prince come hither. 

Enter Frier, and another Watchman. 

l.Watch. Here is a Frier that trembles, fighes , and weepes. 
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The wejl Lament able Tragedie 

We tooke this Mattocke and this Spade from him, 

As he was comm'ing from this Churchyard fide. 

Chief e Watch. A great fnfpiti on, ftay the Frier too, too. 

Enter the Prince. 

Prm. What mifaducnture is fo early yp, 

That cals our p erfon from our mornings reft ? 

‘ Enter Capulct and his-Wtfe. 

Ca. What fhould it be that they fo fhrike abroad ? 

Wife. O thepeople in the ftreet cry r Rpmeo, 

Some Juliet, and lame Paris , and all runr.e 
With open out-cry to ward our Monument. 

Prin. What feare is this which flartles in your cares ? 

Watch. Souereigne,hcre lyes the Countic'Prfwflaine, 
And Romeo dead, and Juliet dead before, 

Warme and newkild. 

Prin. Search, feeke and know how this foule murder corues. 

Watch. Here is a Frier - , and flaughtred Romeos man. 

With Inftruments vpon themfit to open 
Thefcdead mcnsTombes. 

Cap. O Heauen ! O Wifellooke how our Daughter bleeds 1 
This Dagger hath miftane/orloe his houfe. 

Is emptie on the backe of Monntague , 

And is mifheath’d in my Daughters bofome. 

Wi. O me, this fight of death, is as a Bell 
That warnes my old age to aSepulcher. 

Emir Mount ague. 

Prin. Come Mount ague, for the u art early vp 
To fee thy fonne and heire, now early downe. 

Moun. Alas, my Liege, my wife is dead to night, 

Griefe of my fonnes exile hath ftopt her breath. 

What further woe coofpires againft my, age ? 

Prin. Lookc and thou fhalt fee. 

Moun. O thou vntaught, what manners is in this, 

To* pteffe before thy father to a- grave ? 

Prin. Seale vp the raoneth of out-rage for a while, 

Till we can cleerc thefc ambiguities, 

And know their fpring, their head their true defeent, 




of Romeo And Iuliet. 






. rVien will I be Generali of your woe*. 

A ° 4 ad von eueri to death j meane time forbeare, 
f 5 let mifehance be flaue to patience, 

A" r • t u t hc parties of fufpition. 

Br, :fTamthegreateft,abktodoelcaft, 

Yet moft fufpe&e d as the time and p ace 
« A make againft me of this direfullraurther f 
?°?heareIft S and both to impeach and purge 
Mv fclfc condemned, and my felfe excufde. 

Then f a y at oncewhat thou doftknow m this? 
r fyter I will bebriefe.formy fhort date of breath 

And ftie there dead, that Romeo's faithfull wife ; 

I married them, and their ftolne marriage day 
Was Ttbalo doomefday, whole vnumely death, 
ninifh’c the new-made Bridegroome from this Cme* 
For whom, and not foxTtbalt, Juliet pin’d. 

You, to remoue that fiege of griefe from her. 

Betroth’d and would hauc married her perforce. 

To Countie ‘Paris. Then comes (he to me. 

And with wild lookes bid me deuife fome meanes 
To rid her from this fecond Marriage s 
Or in my Cell there would fhektll her leire* 

Then gaue I her (fo tuterd by my art) 

Afleeping potion, which fo tooke effect 
As I intended, for it wrought on her 
The forme of death, meane time I writ to Romeo 
That he fhould hither come as this dire night , 

To helpe to take her from her borrowed gtaue, 

Being the time the potions force fhould ceafe. 

But he which bore my Letter, Frier John, 

Was (fayed by accident, and yefternighr 
Returned my Letter backe, then all alone 
At the prefixed houre of her waking, 

Came I to take her from her Kindreds Vault, 

Meaning to keepc her dofely at my Cell, 
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The mo^LamentableT ragedie 

Till T cbnucnicntly could fend loTjmo. 

But when I came ionic minute crc the time 
O her awaking, here vntirocly lay, 

The noble ‘Paris, and true Romeo de-id. 

She wakes, and I iotreated her come forth 
And bearc this worke of Heauen with patience j 
But then a tioyfe did Scare me from the Tombe, 

And fhe too defperate would not goe with me s 
But as it feemes, did violence on -her feife. 

AH this I know, and to the Mariage her Nurfe is priuyj 
And if ought in this mifcarrycd.by my fault, 

Let myold life be facrific’d tome houie before the time, 
jVnto the rigour of frucrcft Law. 

*Pri». We ftill haue knowne thee for a holy man. 
Where’s Romeos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

"Bolth. 1 brought my Mafter newes of lnliet. death. 
And then in poft he came from CMontua, ■ 

Tq this fame place. To this fame Monument 
This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threarned me with death, going in the Vault, 

If I departed not, and left him there. 

Prin. Giue me the Lettcr,I will looke on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 
Sirrah what made your Matter in this place? 

"Boy . He came with flowers to drew his Ladies graue. 
And bid me Hand aioofe, and fo I did, 

Anon ccmes one with light to ope the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Mafter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Prin. This Letter doth make good the Friers words, 
Their courfc of Loue the tidings ofher death. 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfon 
Ofa poore Pothecarie, and there withall, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye with lnliet. 

Where be thefe enemies? Cnpn/et, fJMcunttyuel 
See what a fcourge is laid vpon your hate? 

That Heauen finds mcaacs to kill your ioyes with loue, 
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of Romeo and lultet. 

And I for winking at your difeords too, 
jlauc loft a brafe of Kinfmen, all are puniffit. 

Cap. O brother Mount ague, giue me thy hand 
This is my daughters ioynture, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mohh. But I can giue thee more. 

For I will ray fe her ftatue in pure gold. 

That whiles Veronst by that name is knowne, 

There (hall no figure at that rate befet, 

As that of true andfaithfull lnliet. 

Cop. As rich ftiall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 

frin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings. 
The Sun for forrow will not fliew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some ftiall be pardoned, and fomepuniftied. 

For neuer was a Storie of more woe, 

Then this of lnliet and her "Romeo. 










